<  ■;■;■/ 

■'•  "-  V  1 

'    ''■-C-  ■•'' 

■1 

•'^;t^*-,^'' 

1 

ili 

B^;->^:^:^/' 


011 


SELWYN  HOUSE  '80 

MONTREAL,  QUEBEC 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2009  with  funding  from 

Selwyn  House  School 


http://www.archive.org/details/selwynhouseschoo1980selw 


CONTENTS 

Grads 

Junior  School 
Middle  School 
Senior  School 
Literary 
Activities 
Sports 
Advertisements 


Yearbook  Staff 

Editor  in  chief  -  Joe  Kovalik 
Sports  -  John  Shannon 
Sports  -  Thor  Valdmanis 
Advertising  -  Garth  Bray 
Literary  -  Hersh  Bernstein 
Photography  -  Andrew  Smith 
Archivist  -  CUve  Spiegel 
Coordinator  -  Ali  T.  Argun 
Ian  Aitken 
Stephen  Kohner 
Eugene  Kovalik 
Ted  Nash 

Staff  Advisor  -  W.M.  Reid 
Photography  Advisor  - 

M.  Krindle 


From  the  Office  of  the  Editor 


■"W^'-C 


Wx-^S^*** 


'  «rdl?***!*^'ift«t*'**  "" 


A  gi;ey,  bent  old,  «wn  stood  up  and  ilowly  walked 
about  his  room.  He  was  looking  for  some  reading 
material  and  felt,  that  he;~tod«4eft  an  interes^rtfl|^*«ok 
somewhere.  Afte!**earcbing~for  a  feWlffinnjl^  m  a  closet 
hidden  in  a  corner,  he  foiihd  a  r^^^  black  b©oks. 

He  knew  they  belonged  to  an  rnipoffiBbtipart  of  his  life, 
but  could  not  quite  recall  what  it  was.  He  picked^ne  of 
thenrup  gjjdJjlew  the  dust  off  the  c'oveTr»The  laoea  |dia 
letters  read:  Selwyn  House  80.  -         -». 

After  realizin&Jiiat  he  was  holding  his  old  school 
yearbook,  he  eagerly  began4o  read  itr 

collection  of  yearbooTc's.  He'etfjIjyMseeing.  the  faces 
his  classmates,  teachers  and  friends;  he  rrnwmhjjljjrl 
■wwaous  activities  and  events  that  he  participated  m.  He 
-even  showed,  th^earbooks  to  his  children  and  grand-, 
qJjildreaiwhoattendeS  the  same  sch£ol.  "'■^-  ^ 

He  finaisf-reahzedAvhat  purpos^ius  scbool'^tearbook 
served.  ^^^„^,.,  


The  Selwjn  House  yesir-feoolt  i*>*ll«s^!>oly  compl 
record  of  the  school  year.  Treat  it  as  such. 
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Dedicatioi 


George 

George  Dewiand  is  an  institution  at 
Selwyn  House.  To  begin  with,  he  has 
been  here  longer  than  anyone  else. 
Secondly,  he  is  George.  Now,  who  can 
beat  that  combination? 

Really,  it  does  not  matter  what  time 
any  of  us  turns  up  at  the  school,  day  or 
night.  George  will  be  there.  Doing  this, 
doing  that,  cleaning  up  after  some 
student  function,  preparing  meals  for 
five  hundred  people  -  and  that's  not 
easy  at  any  time.  We  .have  never  known 
anyone  to  equal  him. 

It   will  be-a  different  school   when 
'George  is  no  longer  with  us  at  Selwyn. 
We  appreciate  you,  George. 
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Grads 


The  Gradua 


This  year,  thirty-four  graduates  had  the  distinct  pleasure  of  frequenting  the  school  for  the  last 
time.  Many  of  them  were  particularly  disturbed  by  this  being  their  last  year  at  the  school.  Many  of 
the  boys,  however,  were  rather  pleased  that  they  would  be  starting  new  lives  outside  the  school's 
regime. 

The  boys  really  enjoyed  the  numerous  extra-curricular  activities  in  which  they  had  participated 
during  the  course  of  the  year.  Particularly  worthy  of  note  were  the  three  French  plays  that  each  of  the 
groups  put  on  for  the  rest  of  the  school.  Also,  the  involvement  in  many  money-raising  activities, 
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ting  Class 


including  bottle  drives,  car  washes,  canteens,  and,  of  course,  the  newest  innovation  in  the  grad  fund 
raisers,  a  full-length  play  for  the  public. 

Not  all  of  the  ventures  were  complete  successes,  however,  since  the  school  newspaper,  THE 
MOON,  was  only  produced  twice  in  the  year.  The  elevens  also  participated  in  many  competitions  in 
maths  and  essay  writing. 

All  in  all,  the  year  has  been  quite  a  productive  one  on  the  part  of  the  grade  elevens.  Let's  hope  that 
next  year's  makes  us  as  proud! 
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JOSHUA  ALBERT 
Here  we  go  again!  Why  am  I  always  first?  I  don't  mind  being  first  in  math,  but 
being  first  for  French  orals  bothers  me.  Well,  since  this  is  the  first  grad  note  you 
will  read  (if  you're  normal  and  start  at  the  beginning)  1  had  better  make  it  good. 

Since  landing  at  Selwyn  House  in  grade  eight,  1  have  been  trying  to  do  two  things: 
to  stay  out  of  trouble  and  to  destroy  the  myth  that  1  am  English.  I  have,  to  an 
extent,  succeeded  in  both  endeavours  and,  of  course,  many  others  as  well. 

1  might  re-visit  the  school  in  five  years,  and,  who  knows,  1  might  even  become  an 
engineer.  1  will  probably  still  be  listening  to  Led  Zeppelin.  Well,  1  have  to  ramble 
on:  "it's  time  for  me  to  go." 


ALU.  ARGUN 
Well,  I've  been  here  for  five  years  and  now,  it's  time  to  go.  1  leave  this  place  with  mixed 
feelings,  really.  There  have  been  some  good  times,  and,  more  often  than  not,  there 
have  been  some  bad  ones.  But,  I'll  leave  those  behind  me  because  I  know  what's 
waiting  for  me  outside  these  walls.  Still,  I  can't  help  but  wonder  how  I  would  feel  at 
this  very  moment  had  1  gone  to  a  different  school. 

I  stand  up  for  my  pride 

1  don't  wanna  be  just  like  anyone 

In  this  world  I  cannot  hide 

I  must  finish  what  1  have  begun 

Got  a  picture  in  my  mind 
Of  the  way  that  1  wanna  be 

I'm  doin'  what  I  feel  is  right 
I'm  ready  if  I  need  to  fight 


And  I'm  on  my  way. 


-Foreigner 


Many  thanks  to  S.K.,  M.D.,  M.D.B.,  C.G.,  and  J.B.  who  were  always  there.  Here's 

wishing  all  my  fellow  graduates,  and  all  the  rest  of  you  staying  behind,  the  best  possible 
success  in  the  future. 


CHARLES  MAPPIN 
Charles,  or  Chuckles,  has  been  at  Selwyn  House  for  eleven  years  -  it's  a  long  time 
to  be  at  one  place  for  ten  months  out  of  twelve.  I  must  admit  that  he  is  one  of  the 
few  who  has  survived  the  full  eleven  years  -  without  cracking  up  once. 

It's  really  hard  to  write  anything  about  Charles  since  he  was  a  very  quiet  individual 
and  since  this  is  a  rush  job  because  he  didn't  bother  writing  his  grad  note.  When  I 
think  of  Chuckles,  nothing  comes  to  mind  except  a  smile  -  one  reaching  from  one 
eye  to  the  other. 

One  great  achievement  of  his  was  in  grade  eleven  when  he  joined  Mr.  Reid's  club  - 
a  kick  in  the  rear.  Next  year  he  ventures  off  to  Brebeuf.  Charles,  good  luck  and  I 
hope  you  keep  your  sanity  and  your  smile! 

-a  friend 
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DUNCAN  BAIRD 
Rather  than  to  sacrifice  this  ink  in  the  questionable  cause  of  self-  celebration,  I 
humbly  offer  it  as  follows  - 

To  Mike,  Ali,  Clive,  Glen,  Steve,  David,  Lawrence,  and  Chris  of  THE  IM- 
PORTANCE OF  BEING  EARNEST  in  congratulations  and  thanks  for  a  great 
show; 

And  to  D.M.  and  D.W.,  co-founders  of  Phase  5  and  origional  authors  of  this  grad 
note,  whose  material  was  so  tyrannically  overthrown  in  favour  of  this: 

"I  woke  up  this  morning 
Don't  believe  what  I  saw 
A  hundred  billion  bottles 
Washed  up  on  the  shore 
Seems  I'm  not  alone  in  being  alone  ..." 

-The  Police 


GARTH  BARRIERE 
A  Selwyn  House  student  for  ten  years, 
but  no  academic  prizes  or  athletic  trophies. 
This  small,  white  space  is  my  only  mark. 

CONFUSION 
An  unexplainable  hurt 
Being  a  star  in  an  empty  World! 
-MY  ode  to  Selwyn  House 
Farewell. 


RALPH  BEAVERIDGE 
I  was  afraid  of  Ralph  in  grade  seven.  I  once  told  him  he  was  stupid  and  he  picked 
me  up  by  the  chin  and  pushed  my  face  through  a  wall.  But  that  was  obviously  my 
fault.  I  was  a  jerk  to  be  afraid  of  Ralph  because  he  was,  is,  a  friendly  guy.  In  five 
years  at  Selwyn,  he  never  tried  to  hate  anybody.  Then  again,  think  of  the  many 
defensive  linesmen  Ralph  has  blown  over  playing  snap  for  the  best  high  school 
offence  in  Montreal.  Think  of  the  heads  he's  dented  with  the  bodies  of  the  op- 
position in  hockey,  playing  with  a  questionable  style,  but  200%  effort.  But  Ralph  is 
the  extreme  epitome  of  the  underrated  person.  No  noise  or  complaining,  just  effort. 
Grad  notes  are  supposed  to  be  about  your  complete  life  at  Selwyn;  I  would  like  to 
say  something  about  the  grade  eleven  Ralph:  in  my  books,  your  car  is  fine.  It 
moves,  and  80%  of  the  time  is  loaded  with  girls! 

-A  fellow  No.  6. 
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GREGORY  CLARKE 

There  are  many  things  one  could  say  after  spending  eight  years  at  Selwyn  House, 
but  most  of  them  would  be  unsuitable  for  printing. 


CHRISTOPHER  CREIGHTON 

Passing  Thought:  Let's  all  move  one  place  on. 

Favorite  Quotation:  "Where  shall  I  begin,  please  your  Majesty?"  he  asked. 

"Begin  at  the  beginning,"  the  king  said,  gravely,  "And  go  on  till  you  come  to  the  end: 

then  stop." 

-Lewis  Carroll 


DAVID  W.H.  DALY 

'Don't  get  depressed  when  you  read  in  the  press 

About  world  revolution  and  social  unrest 

Try  not  to  panic  when  you  switch  on  the  news 

And  see  crooked  politicians  and  the  unemployment  queus 

It's  only  life  -  it's  really  fine 

So  don't  you  believe  all  you  read  in  the  headlines 

Live  life  see  it  through 

Carry  on  -  it's  all  you  can  do 

You  gotta  live  life  for  yourself 

Can't  live  life  for  anyone  else 
You  gotta  live  life,  that's  all  you  do 
Nobody  gonna  live  their  life  for  you 

-R.D.  Davies  (The  Kinks) 
So  long  Selly! 
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MICHAEL  DUNCAN 
In  future  times  when  Mike  has  slain  his  last  dragon,  and  rides  his  moose  down  from  his 
happy  vicarage,  he  will  look  back  to  this  page  of  Selwyn  House  '80.  He  will  read  this 
note,  and  with  a  tear  and  a  chuckle  remember  his  days  at  Selwyn  House. 

Five  years  have  passed,  and  this  summer  the  mad  Irishman  goes  back  home.  In  sports, 
and  leadership,  Mike  performed  with  heart  and  enthusiasm.  In  the  classroom  and 
halls,  his  monty-pythonic  humour  and  insane  wit  have  sent  many  rolling  in  laughter. 
His  tender  love  for  the  moose  species,  his  pink  jogging  pants,  and  his  "casanova- 
esque"  manner  will  be  remembered  by  his  classmates.  A  truly  unique  individual, 
Selwyn  House  will  never  be  blessed  with  another  of  his  kind. 

-A  friend 

When  I  think  of  grade  seven,  I  think  of  the  cold,  barrack-like  locker  room  we  used  to 
have  downstairs.  When  I  think  of  this,  my  graduating  year,  I  think  of  how  close  five 
years  have  brought  me  to  my  friends  and  even,  believe  it  or  not,  my  teachers.  This 
closeness  is  the  result  of  many  strange  things:  with  some  of  my  friends,  I  laughed  in- 
sanely at  getting  six  per  cent  on  a  physics  test;  how  can  I  ever  forget  the  awesome  spirit 
and  team  psyche  I  enjoyed  on  various  teams,  football  in  particular.  This  closeness  is 
what  made  my  term  at  Selwyn  so  important.  This  could  quite  possibly  sound  very  gay, 
but  I  love  you  all. 


GLENN  FONG 
"Happiness  only  comes  to  people  who  are  too  busy  to  seek  it". 
Aim:  To  try  and  be  same. 

At  this  point  in  my  life,  I  can  safely  say  that  I  am  burning  with  desire  to  experience 

all    the    laughs,    the    cries,    the    sudden    manifestations,    and    the    overwhelming 

disillusionments,  all  waiting  in  store  for  me  in  the  future. 

Why? 

Don't  ask  me  ...  I  seem  to  think  it  right. 

Probable  Destination:  a  chance  for  survival 

"Know  your  stuff,  know  who  you  are  stuffing,  then  stuff  them  with  style" 

-Golden  Rule  for  Debaters 
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ALEXANDER GAULT 
I  could  present  you  with  an  analogy  about  a  sane  person  being  admitted  into  an  insane 
asylum,  and  thus  present  the  life  of  Alexander  Gault  at  Selwyn  House,  but  a  grad  note 
should  be  pleasant,  so  I  will  give  a  more  personal  view  of  Sal  and  avoid  school  com- 
pletely. 

Alex  is  deeply  attracted  to  politics  and  poetic  discourse  and  in  these  fields,  has 
developed  a  strong  attachment  to  John  Aimers.  He  always  has  a  strong  point  of  view 
which  sometimes  has  been  misinterpreted  by  some  poor  misguided  souls,  but  never- 
theless he  remains  a  leader.  Alex  is  a  very  athletic  young  man  and  can  often  be  found 
jogging  up  the  mountain  with  his  good  friends  David  and  Lucy,  although  he  doesn't 
limit  himself  to  this  type  of  action. 

So  baby,  sit  back,  relax,  have  a  beer  and  a  smoke,  and  "When  the  music's  over,  turn 

out  the  lights." 

-Jim  Morrison 


JOHN  PETER  GUY 

At  last!  After  nine  years,  it's  time  to  leave  Selwyn.  Through  years  of  waiting  to  be 
liberated  I  stood  up  to  the  challenge.  Now  that  it's  over,  well,  so  much  for  liberation. 
I'll  probably  look  back  at  all  this  in  a  couple  of  years  and  say  those  were  some  of  the 
best  times  1  had  (hopefully  not).  Anyway,  how  could  one  sum  up  nine  years  of  struggle 
other  than  saying  GOODBYE  ALREADY ! 

"This  is  not  the  end.   It  is  not  even  the  beginning  of  the  end. 
But  it  is,  perhaps,  the  end  of  the  beginning." 

Winston  Churchill 


JONATHAN  HERMAN 
"Education  is  ...  hanging  around  until  you've  caught 


on. 


Robert  Frost 


If  1  caught  on  in  grade  two,  then  how  come  I  hung  around  for  ten  years?  Was  it  the 
food.  Was  it  the  obsession  with  the  phrase,  "a  DECADE  at  Selwyn  House." 

"Nay,"  says  the  wise  man,  "stamina  be  the  key  to  your  survival."  And  survive  I  did. 

I  know  that  in  years  to  come  when  1  pace  the  halls  and  assume  the  role  of  Selwyn's 
Chairman  of  the  Board,  only  my  fondest  memories  will  echo  from  the  classrooms,  and 
remind  me  of  the  experiences  that  my  schoolmasters  and  mistresses  guided  me  through 
in  years  past.  For  now,  good  luck  and  adieu. 
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LAWRENCE  HSU 

Any  preparatory  high  School  will  have  accomplished  its  greatest  success  if  it  germinates 
within  its  students  the  interest  on  which  they  will  base  their  lifework.  From  this  point, 
of  course,  desire  for  further  education  follows  naturally.  Maintaining  a  varied 
curriculum  so  as  to  allow  students  to  form  a  broad  basis  of  perspective  of  life  and  of 
discerning  in  the  real  work  is  subordinate  to  that  major  goal. 
Pet  Peeves:  taking  notes  in  class  (and  retaining  them). 

showing  work  on  math  tests. 

organization  at  the  expense  of  practicality. 

people  who  do  not  support  the  Morks-Spencer  campaign. 
Ambition:  Undecided. 
Probable  Destination:  Politics 

Parting  Note:  "I  don't  know  half  of  you  as  well  as  I  should  like;  and  I  like  less  than 
half  of  you  as  well  as  you  deserve. ' ' 

-Bilbo  Baggins 
THE  LORD  OF  THE  RINGS 


ANTONY  ITON 
The  other  day,  I  looked  down  at  my  dirty  old  tennis  shoes  and  sadly  realized  that  soon  I 
could  no  longer  use  them.  I  thought  of  all  the  good  times  I'd  had  in  those  tennis  shoes 
and  of  all  the  neat  people  I'd  met  while  wearing  them.  The  thought  of  getting  new 
shoes  was  exciting  but  the  knowledge  that  I  had  outgrown  my  old  faithfuls  was  sad. 

Five  years  at  Selwyn,  and  all  the  time  I  never  thought  much  of  leaving.  Now  as  it  all 
comes  to  an  end,  I  look  forward  with  trepidation,  at  the  new  life  awaiting  me,  but  all  of 
the  excitement  to  come  is  balanced  by  the  sad  realization  that  Selly  has  nothing  left  to 
offer  me.  Good-bye,  Selwyn  House. 

"Life  is  a  straight,  plain  business,  and  the  way  is  clear,  blazed  for  you 
by  generations  of  strong  men,  into  whose  labours  you  enter  and  whose 
ideals  must  be  your  inspirations." 

-Sir  William  Osier 


BRIAN  ITON 
Brian,  Brian;  some  people  still  don't  know  or  understand  who  he  is.  He  can't  be  a 
sports  jock  because  he  didn't  win  a  team  jacket.  Oh  no,  at  six  feet  three,  one  hundred 
and  eighty  pounds,  Brian  is  far  from  being  an  athlete.  He  has  played  all  games  every 
game  on  both  the  offensive  and  defensive  lines  for  every  football  team  since  grade 
seven.  He  played  hockey  for  three  years,  vice-captaining  on  one  team.  Up  until  this 
year,  Brian,  coming  out  of  Montreal  West  with  a  juvenile  tennis  championship,  proved 
he  knew  what  tennis  was  about  by  not  losing  matches.  This  year,  however,  he  took 
rugby  and  became  a  scrumknockerover  in  the  second  row.  But  if  you  want  a  look  at  a 
real  sports  jock,  check  out  Esko  (8C)  (he  isn't  wearing  his  jacket  in  this  photo).  Brian 
was  one  of  us  in  the  academic  society  (which  receives  report  cards  that  say  "X"  is  not 
fulfilling  his  potential),  "but  let's  not  talk  about  academics.  For  five  years  he  had  the 
monopoly  on  all  new  expressions  coming  into  the  grade.  It's  amazing  how  he  could 
turn  expressions  such  as  "zees",  "oh  boy",  and  "excellent"  into  poetry.  What  is 
Brian's  future?  Seriously  now,  Brian  will  ultimately  end  up  somewhere  doing 
something  where  he  can  eat  oats,  bench  press  metres,  have  lots  of  girl  friends,  and  talk 
to  his  friends  under  the  mode  of  the  true  philosopher  he  really  is. 
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STEPHEN  KOHNER 
'No  man  is  an  Hand,  intire  of  itselfe; 
every  man  is  a  peece  of  the  Continent, 
apart  of  the  maine.' 

-John  Donne. 

You  know,  I've  really  enjoyed  my  five  years  here:  the  students,  teachers,  the  food,  and 
all  the  good  times.  There  are  so  many  people  to  thank,  but  alas,  not  enough  space.  Best 
of  luck  to  the  graduating  class  of  1980  and  those  who  are  left  behind  to  graduate  in  the 
years  to  come. 

Philosophical  Message:  Do  not  follow  where  the  path  leads,  rather  go  where  there  is  no 
path  and  leave  a  trail. 

'You  ask:  'What  is  our  aim?'  I  can  answer  in  one  word:  'Victory!' 
Victory  at  all  costs,  victory  in  spite  of  all  terror,  victory  however  long 
and  hard  the  road  may  be:  for  without  victory  there  is  no  survival.' 

-Sir  Winston  Churchill 


By  the  way,  did  I  ever  tell  you  the  joke  about . . . 


EUGENE  KOVALIK 

'O  Captain!  my  Captain!  our  fearful  trip  is  done. 
The  ship  has  weather'd  every  rack,  the  prize  we  sought  is  won, 
The  port  is  near,  the  bells  1  hear,  the  people  all  exulting. 
While  follow  eyes  the  steady  keel,  the  vessel  grim  and  daring.' 

-Walt  Whitman 


DAMON  KUTTEN 
Needless  to  say,  I  learned  a  lot  in  my  eleven  years  at  S.H.S.  I  learned  some  things  more 
than  others;  but  it's  hard  to  get  really  excited  about  academics.  Even  the  most  ex- 
cruciating exams  just  fade  away.  What  I  will  remember  of  my  school  years,  though, 
and  what  I  enjoyed  and  hated  most,  was  the  aura  of  the  school  itself.  That  vicious  brat 
in  grade  three,  that  funny  math  teacher  in  grade  eight,  that  toilet  I  broke  in  grade  five 
and  worried  about  for  weeks:  all  this  gives  a  true  impression  of  school  life  -  in  later 
years,  the  furtively  observed  idiosyncracies  of  my  classmates.  I  hope  everyone  enjoys 
himself  when  I'm  gone. 
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SEAN  LAFLEUR 
It  used  to  be  that  we  thought  of  Sean  as  a  hard-working,  serious  guy.  He  completed 
elementary  school  very  commendably,  but  with  great  ease.  It  was  then  time  for  high 
school.  Sean  knew  he  needed  a  challenge,  and  so  he  quite  rightly  chose  Selwyn  House 
School  for  his  secondary  education.  As  expected,  Selwyn  was  no  more  difficult.  He 
needed  new  challenges  and  experiences  to  fulfill  his  curious  young  mind.  It  was  around 
grade  nine  when  we  began  to  recognize  Sean's  innate  desire  for  the  spiritual  and 
physical  company  of  females.  And  so  it  happened  that  Sean  developed  a  gracious 
charm  and  reputation  amongst  many  lovely  little  Westmount  girls.  Things  didn't  stop 
there  for  Sean.  In  grade  10,  he  established  himself  as  a  strong  debater  and  public 
speaker;  in  grade  11,  Sean  became  a  prefect,  and  later  captain  of  the  squash  team. 

We  find  it  unnecessary  to  further  explore  Sean's  achievements,  for  they  really  mean 
nothing  when  we  look  at  Sean  as  a  person.  He  is  a  friend  with  a  caring  and  willing 
heart,  which  often  leads  him  into  decisions  and  circumstances  which  really  do  not 
appeal  to  him. 

And  so  it  used  to  be  that  Sean  was  a  hard-working  serious  guy.  He  still  is,  but  now  he 
has  become  a  very  good  friend  to  some,  and  a  satisfied  person  within  himself. 

-Alex 


DAVID  MILLER 
Name:  David  Miller  Age:  17  Height:  6'.  0"  Weight:  160  pounds  Eyes:  Green  Alias: 
Worry-wart,    schlitz,    Budwiser,    Mutt.    Previous   Arrests:    Late   assignments   with 
prizewinning  original  excuses;  Over-indulgence  in  physics;   mathematical   neglect; 
deadline  extention  negotiations;  mass  worrying. 

David  is  a  peculiar  example  of  the  species  Homo  Trepious  sed  Turbious,  and  although 
he  is  unique  in  his  representation  of  this  group  at  S.H.S.  (thank  God),  the  current 
condition  of  this  institution  clearly  reflects  the  five  year  presence  of  this  disturbance. 

-D.L.B. 

'I  can  see  you  in  the  morning  when  you  go  to  school 

Don't  forget  your  books,  you  know  you've  got  to  learn  the  golden  rule, 

Teacher  tells  you  stop  your  play  and  get  on  with  your  work! 

-Supertramp 
-D.W. 


EDWARD  NASH 
'How  long,  how  long,  in  infinite 

Pursuit 
Of  This  and  That  endeavour  and  dispute? 
Better  be  merry  with  the  fruitful  Grape. 
Than  sadden  after  none,  or  bitter,  Fruit. 
-Edward  Fitzgerald 

Grade  eleven  has  been  by  far  my  best  and  happiest  year  of  my  seven  at  Selwyn  House. 
Maybe  it's  because  I  was  involved  on  more  sports  teams  ...  maybe  it's  because  I  par- 
ticipated in  more  extracurricular  activities  ...  or  perhaps  it's  my  higher  academic  results 
...  then  again,  though  it  was  great  to  be  at  S.H.S.,  it  could  be  because  this  is  my  last 
year! 
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MAX  PLOYING 
I've  been  at  Selwyn  House  for  five  years  now  and  ironically,  it's  gone  very  fast.  I've 
enjoyed  the  school  and  made  a  lot  of  good  friends,  but  it  really  is  time  to  move  on! 
Having  endured  people  pulling  my  tie  continually  and  cracking  the  worst  Swedish  jokes 
I've  ever  heard,  I've  still  managed  to  keep  my  cool.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  Protein,  Soy 
Lecithin  Granules,  Skim  Milk  Powder,  Brewer's  Yeast,  Carobe,  Milk,  and  a  Raw  Egg, 
I  never  would  have  survived  Selwyn  House. 

I'm  sailing  away 

Set  an  open  course  for  the 

virgin  sea 
For  I've  got  to  be  free 
Free  to  face  the  life  that's  ahead  of  me 

I  look  to  the  sea 
Reflections  in  the  waves 

spark  my  memory 
Some  happy,  some  sad 
I  think  of  childhood  friends 
And  the  dreams  we  had 

-Styx 


NICHOLAS  RIDEOUT 
Nick  Rideout  first  came  to  Selwyn  House  in  Grade  two  and  was  instantly  famous  for 
his  shock  of  red  hair  as  well  as  his  violent  instincts.  Unfortunately,  for  us,  a  few  short 
years  later  -  grade  five  -  he  left  for  England,  where,  he  has  reported,  the  beer  stinks. 
And  then  in  grade  eight,  to  our  joy  -  and  amusement  -  he  returned,  again  winning 
instant  fame  when  he  asked  in  math  class,  "Has  anyone  seen  my  rubber  (eraser)?"  And 
for  the  next  four  years,  he  continued  to  impress  us  -  mostly  with  his  killer,  animalistic 
instincts,  usually  surfacing  during  games.  This  year,  to  cap  it  all,  he  was  named 
Captain  of  the  defensive  team  in  Senior  Football,  where,  countless  times,  he  stopped 
advancing  players  through  sheer  viciousness  (not  to  mention  his  ugliness).  And  now,  it 
is  time  to  say  ciao,  au  revoir,  see  ya,  but  hopefully,  never  goodbye. 

-A  Friend 
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ANAND  SAHAI 
How  many  guys  do  you  know  who  can  stroll  into  a  room  full  of  depressed  spirits  and 
cheer  them  all  up  in  five  minutes  with  a  mere  smile  or  pleasant  laugh?  None?  well,  then 
you  don't  know  Anand. 

His  ever-present  cheery  humour  and  goodwill  will  be  drastically  missed  in  the  tired 
halls  of  Selwyn  House. 

Anand  is  one  of  those  people  who  represent  a  standard  of  class.  We'll  all  remember 
him  for  his  exploits  in  his  twelve  cylinder  Jaguar  or  his  Mercedes,  his  Lacoste  shopping 
sprees  at  Holt  Renfrew  and  his  nine-handicap  at  the  Royal  Montreal. 

He'll  definitely  be  missed,  but  the  next  time  you're  down  and  troubled,  and  ya  need  a 
helping  hand,  you'll  hear  a  familiar  happy  chuckle  and  you'll  turn  in  expectance,  and 
he'll  be  there. 


Are  you  crying  yet? 
Zeeeeeeeeeeeeeez . . . 


-T.I. 


JIM  SEATON 
"Brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit".  Everyone  knows  that.  People  also  know  that  I  am  not  very 
witty.  I  suppose  that  I  could  say  that  I've  enjoyed  every  minute  of  my  seven  years  at 
Selwyn,  but  that  would  be  a  lie.  I  could  also  tell  you  that  I  was  always  well  liked  by 
teachers  because  I  did  my  homework  meticulously.  Unfortunately,  that  would  be 
another  'untruth'.  On  the  other  hand,  I  might  say  that  the  people  I  liked  the  most  this 
past  year  were  the  guys  in  my  grade,  the  grade  ones  and  twos,  yes,  you  Derek  and 
company  trying  to  sneak  inside,  and  especially  George,  Pat,  and  Nina  in  the  kitchen. 
Thanks  for  making  my  life  a  little  more  bearable. 

One  parting  thought:  Maybe  someday  I'll  come  back  and  REALLY  fry  the  motors  in 
the  Physics  lab. 

One  more  thought:  "Old  friend,  I  remember  you... 

You  used  to  take  me  fishing  down  by  the  wishing  well. 
One  day  you  threw  a  wish  in,  and  we  listened  while  it  fell. 
And  you  made  a  wish  . . . ' 

"When  the  years  are  heavy,  and  my  heart  is  growing  cold, 
Well  I  wish  when  the  evening  comes  that  there'll 
always  be  ...  Some  old  friend  who'll  miss  me  too  ..." 

-Chris  de  Burgh 

So  now  I'll  leave  you.  Good  luck  friends.  Adios  a  todos! 


CLIVE  SPIEGEL 
During  his  eleven-year  "sojourn"  at  Selwyn  House,  Clive  has  managed  to  acquire 
some  fine  credits  to  his  name.  Over  the  many  years  at  the  school,  he  has  been  involved 
in  many  school  activities,  including  being  skip  of  the  curling  team,  a  member  of  the 
chess  club,  manual  training  club,  MOON  staff,  archivist  on  the  yearbook  staff,  and  so 
on  ...  This  year  Clive  produced  the  grad  play,  THE  IMPORTANCE  OF  BEING 
EARNEST,  and  also  starred  as  the  imcomparable  Lady  Bracknell. 

Clive  is  best-known  for  his  seven-year-old  brief  case,  which  he  has  now  donated  to  the 
Smithsonian,  as  well  as  being  the  only  eleven  year  veteran  of  the  school  to  be  in  the 
same  form  room  as  Damon  Kutten  for  ten  consecutive  years.  We  will  all  certainly 
remember  Clive,  not  only  for  his  accomplishments  at  the  school,  but  also  for  being  the 
only  graduate  ever  to  read  Shakespeare  voluntarily. 

I  do  not  approve  of  anything  that  tampers  with  natural  ignorance. 
Ignorance  is  like  a  delicate  exotic  fruit;  touch  it  and  the  bloom  is  gone. 

-Lady  Bracknell  from  Oscar  Wilde's 
THE  IMPORTANCE  OF  BEING  ERNEST 
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GREG  THOMPSON 
"Once  upon  a  time,  in  a  small  forest,  far  away,  there  lived  a  fox  named  Fuzzy. 
Fuzzy  Fox  did  not  play  with  most  of  the  other  animals  in  the  forest,  preferring  to 
frolic  about  on  his  own,  singing  and  dreaming  of  far  away  places.  Many  of  the 
others  wondered  in  awe  at  the  ease  with  which  Fuzzy  lept  into  many  mysterious 
ventures.  At  times  Fuzzy  would  disappear  from  their  sight.  It  was  said  that  he 
would  patter  stealthily  into  some  covert  area  of  the  forest,  taking  only  his  silky, 
little  mink  friend  along  with  him.  But  one  day.  Fuzzy  no  longer  showed  interest  in 
exploring  the  small  forest;  he  had  seen  every  corner  long  ago  and  needed  a  more 
vast  and  challenging  forest  to  fathom. 

"...  and  so  it  happened  that  one  day  Fuzzy  disappeared.  There  was  no  uproar  among 
the  animals  at  his  departure,  but  a  few  of  the  wiser  owls  regretted  the  absence  of  Fuzzy 
as  a  loss  of  the  character  of  the  forest." 

-Sean  and  Alex 

"If  it  feels  nice,  don't  think  twice." 

-J.T. 


JOHN  TROTT 
After  seven  years  at  Selwyn  House,  academics,  soccer,  football,  hockey,  rugby,  tennis, 
squash  teams,  and  several  extracurricular  activities,  it  all  comes  down  to  this  last  small 
reminder  of  a  1980  graduate.  John  will  probably  be  best  remembered  for  driving 
around  in  the  'Boat'.  Thank  you  Selwyn  House,  it's  been  quite  nice.  Here  are  my 
parting  words: 

Verily  I  say  unto  you- 
Though  thy  mind  be  like  a  crypt. 
Thy  soul  like  the  cold  stone  lintel  above, 
Thy  feelings  like  the  dead  ashes  of  the  pyre  within  - 
Cheer  up  - 

It's  Friday. 


DAVID  WILLIAMS 
We  have  known  David  for  thirteen  years,  and  have  been  through  a  lot  together.  Despite 
his  lengthy  nine  year  stay  at  S.H.S.,  he  has  managed  to  preserve  a  level  of  sanity 
through  careful  adherence  to  a  policy  of  passive  resistance,  particularly  emphasizing 
the  'passive'  element.  Meanwhile,  his  search  for  other  such  great  truths  -  specifically, 
the  meaning  of  life  and  whereabouts  of  his  physics  manual  -  continues  indefinitely. 

-D.M.andD.L.B. 
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PETER  YAMAMOTO 

Five  short  years  ago,  Selly's  seventh  grade  was  infiltrated  by  an  assortment  of  notable 
rebellious  characters.  Within  that  group  were  the  Itons,  Gaults,  Dungans,  Hyders, 
Stuchberys,  and  Yamamotos.  Yamo,  (Pierrefonds  Pete,  Yanem,  Boto,  Midway  Man! 
...  whatever)  never  stood  out  among  this  group  as  one  of  the  bigger  rebels.  He  was  the 
guy  who  would  dream  up  the  capers,  then  laugh  as  they  were  'pulled  off.  The  guy  with 
the  calculators,  clocks,  and  cameras.  Nobody  ever  saw  Peter  as  being  outstanding. 

With  the  dawn  of  grade  eleven,  Yamo  stepped  into  the  forefront.  Shaking  off  his 
previous  image  as  a  chocolate  nibbler,  he  amazed  us  with  his  expertize  at  chugging 
beer,  maiming  L.C.C.  running  backs,  and  streaking  around  corners  in  his  gleaming 
silver  Cutlass. 

Now  the  year  is  over,  Pete,  still  retaining  his  seventh  grade  rebel  spirit,  will  again  enter 
a  new  world.  The  difference  this  time  is  that  now  he  will  be  recognized,  not  only  as  'the 
guy  with  all  the  gadgets'  or  'the  guy  with  the  beachbum  looks',  but  now  it  has  all  come 
together  and  Pete  will  be  recognized  for  what  he  really  is:  an  all-around  great  guy. 

-Friends 


VLAD  ZEMAN 
It  was  a  day  to  remember  -  eight  years  ago  a  stranger  entered  the  ranks  of  grade  four  - 
an  infiltrator,  a  revolutionist  and  above  all  -  a  red.  But  the  school  knew  nothing  about 
this.  It  was  only  till  around  grade  seven  that  he  blew  his  cover.  From  that  day  on 
everybody  knew  about  him. 

The  real  Vlad  is  a  very  quiet  individual,  but  at  times  a  killer.  I've  heard  rumours  about 
him  that  would  -  well  I  won't  go  into  details..  Beside  Greg  Clarke,  he  must  be  the  only 
individual  to  skip  three  years  of  Physical  Education  without  being  caught. 

Vlad  goes  onto  CEGEP  next  year;  if  you  ever  want  to  see  him,  you'll  find  him  at  all  the 
beer  bashes,  not  signing  up  for  Phys-ed,  and  talking  about  the  good  old  times  over  an 
easy  drinking  O'keefe.  Good  luck,  Vlad. 

-a  friend 


JONATHAN  ZYTO 
When  one  thinks  of  Jon,  the  first  thing  that  comes  to  mind  is  "army-boy".  Jon,  or 
Sarge,  as  he  is  affectionately  called  by  his  friends,  is  not  one  of  those  guys  who  fits  into 
any  mold.  None  will  forget  his  rather  untender  methods  of  telling  someone  how  much 
of  an  idiot  they  are,  nor  his  totally  unorthodox  song  lyrics.  Jon  surprised  all  the 
mothers  on  the  football  sidelines,  who  referred  to  him  as  "poor  little  number  28",  by 
smashing  any  innocent  body  which  happened  to  wander  through  his  safety  zone. 

Apart  from  anything  else,  Jon  was  known  to  have  the  highest  drinking  resistance  of 
anyone  in  the  grade.  He  has  counted  many  nefarious  late  nights  out  with  the  Black 
Watch  and  friendly  Spanish  associates,  which  usually  terminated  in  his  being  forced  to 
rap  on  his  brother's  upstairs  bedroom  in  the  wee  hours  of  the  morning.  One  could  say 
without  a  doubt  that  Jon  is  the  most  memorable  character  in  the  grade. 

So  next  New  Year's  Eve,  when  you're  looking  for  a  great  time,  pay  a  visit  to  the  Sarge; 
you'll  never  forget  it. 

T.I.  andA.S. 
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I  will  not  shovel  any  more  of  this 


I  bet  you  think  that's  Coke  in  this  can. 


&i 


I  think  I'll  have  five  Big  Macs,  six  large  orders  of  french  fries  and  three 
milkshakes  to  go. 


So  this  is  where  the  Yearbook  comes  from? 


Sir,  six  and  six  is  twelve,  not  thirteen. 


How  did  he  talk  me  into  taking  this  job? 
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Junior  School 


June  1980.  Another  year.  The  junior  staff  indulge  in  a  retrospective  musing. 
No  two  days  are  identical. 

The  routine,  broken  by  the  "ordinary"  boy  saying  something  apparently  out 
of  character  -  a  straw  in  the  wind?  Reassess  your  evaluation  of  this  particular 
young  mind. 

A  timid  one  gains  confidence  -  did  we  help? 

The  "art"  taken  down  from  the  classroom  walls  evokes  memories  -  sometimes 
funny,  frequently  revealing. 

The  bored  looks  turning  to  interest  as  a  boy  reads  a  narrative  poem  extremely 
well. 

The  pleasure  and  sense  of  achievement  one  feels  when  you  hear  your  own 
"untaught"  vocabulary  being  used  by  two  friends  in  a  lunch-time  conversation. 

The  expanding  mind  that  defies  you  to  allow  your  own  to  shrink. 

We  go  on  and  on.  Thank  god  for  summer  holidays.  Thank  god  too  for 
September  and  renewal  of  the  cycle. 

Patricia  Marsh, 

Director, 

Junior  School 
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Betts,  Raymond 
Hatton,  Christopher 
Henderson,  Michael 
Hill,  Jeffrey 
Hreno,  Christopher 
Kidd,  Nicholas 
Landsman,  Yasha 
Liberie,  Marin 
Matossian,  Christian 
Murray,  Orlando 
Quinlan,  Roderick 
Richardson,  Thomas 
Gcali,  Stephen 
Schultz,  Mark 
Simpson,  Ronald 
Teryazos,  Michael 
Thomka-Gazdik,  Andre' 
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A  is  for  Anthony,  who  is  an  alligator  living  in  the  swamp  with  a  lot  of  alligator  friends. 

E  is  for  Eric,  who  is  an  eagle.  He  flies  in  the  sky  so  high.  Good-bye! 

J  is  for  Jean-Paul,  Jack,  Jonathan,  Jason  T.,  Jason  G.,  who  are  jumping  like  jaguars.  r...r...r... 

O  is  for  Olof  who  is  an  owl  oooh!,  and  as  you  know  they  are  very  wise! 

P  is  for  Patrick,  the  black  panther  who  prances  around. 

T  is  for  Tom,  the  funny  tiger  who  stepped  on  a  tomato.  Squash! 

S  is  for  Stuart  who  is  a  swan  who  sways  along  the  river 

W  is  finally  for  William,  Winnie  the  poh! 

Et  sur  cette  jungle  agitee  regnait  le  regard  ensoleille  d'Hel^ne  Bourduas 

AND  THEY  LIVE  HAPPILY  EVER  AFTER! 

Signed  by 
2B  JUNGLE  FAMILY 


Mon  petit  el^ve 

Ton  doux  sourire 
c'est  mon  recomfort. 
Tes  reflexions  naives 
M'amusent  profondement. 
Tes  elans  affectueux 
font  oublier  ton  insolence. 
Ma  journee  autour  de  toi 
emplit  mon  etre  de  vie. 

2A 


lllA 

C.  Stevens,  G.  Cook,  N.  Quinlan,  I.  Macaulay,  A.  Troubetzkoy,  R.  Birks,  A.  Monahan,  G. 
Tissot,  E.  Riordon,  D.  Vesey,  R.  Harper,  P.  Higgins,  J.  Gillespie,  M.  Stevenson,  E.  Dimitriou, 
M.  Verchere,  A.  Martin 


lllB 

R.  Birshan,  J.  Borner,  C.  Brabander,  M.  Bruneau,  E.  Garson,  R.  Grant,  B.  Johnson,  P.  Kostiw, 
G.  Mah,  P.  Pathy,  T.  Schopflocher,  J.  Vineberg,  G.  Welsford,  J.  Zinman. 
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races    of    Grokd^    ^ 


In  a  bar,  people  were  playing  poker, 
and  the  waitress  came.  They  asked  for 
two  beers  and  one  milk  and  cookies. 
Then,  one  person  said,  "I  got  four." 
Then,  the  other  person  didn't  agree  and 
thought  they  had  three.  At  last,  they 
argued  and  shot  one  another. 

Tom  Richardson  Grade  1 


A  POEM  ABOUT  GRASS 

Grass  is  nice,  I  think  it  is. 
I  know  grass  is  not  a  giraffe. 
Grass  is  green,  maybe  clean,  but 
Don't  put  it  in  the  washing  machine. 
If  you  do,  it  will  tickle  your  underwear. 
Boy  oh  boy,  if  you  do  that,  it  will 
Tickle  you  pink. 

Ryan  Blatt  2A 
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PAPA 

There  was  a  bald  guy  named  Papa  with  a  ten  inch  nose.  He 
had  some  money  so  he  went  to  the  bank.  "Could  I  keep  some 
money  here?" 

The  manager  laughed  so  hard  that  Papa  went  out  of  the  bank. 
He  thought  he  could  invent  something  that  nobody  had  ever 
invented.  Finally,  he  decided  that  he'd  make  solid  doughnuts.  He 
went  back  to  the  bank  and  filled  the  doughnuts  with  liquor.  So 
if  you  don't  want  to  get  drunk,  eat  solid  doughnuts. 


Once  there  was  a  ghost. 
He  always  used  to  boast 
Because  he  was  the  spookiest  ghost. 
That's  why  he  used  to  boast. 

Jonathan  Breckhouse  2B 
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SOME  THINGS  THAT  WOULD  HAPPEN  IF 
I  USED  MY  TIME  MACHINE 

One  day  in  the  year  1980  A.D.  I  was  experimenting  in  my  lab. 
I  was  making  all  sorts  of  things  and  then!  A  small  beam  of  light 
hit  me.  It  sent  me  into  the  year  4981  A.D.  on  earth.  I  was 
fascinated  with  the^  new  houses.  The  new  houses  were  glass 
bubbles  floating  in  the  air.  The  cars  were  rocket  tubes.  I  went 
into  a  motel  for  the  night.  The  bathrooms  had  an  automatic 
hose.  When  it  hears  "on"  it  turns  on. 

When  you  want  hot  water,  call  "hot." 

If  you  want  cold  water,  say  "cold." 

When  you  want  it  to  turn  off,  say  "off."  ''  --v    ' 

The  beds  were  very  cozy.  ^ 

The  next  morning,  I  went  to  have  breakfast.  There  were  eggs      /- 

and  bacon.  "The  food  has  not  changed,"  I  said.  Then  I  went r 

outside  and  the  sun  was  beaming  straight  at  me.  It  was  a  very 
hot  day.  Then  at  night,  there  was  a  red  beam  of  light.  It  came 
from  my  time  machine.  It  sent  me  back  to  the  year  1980  A.D. 
As  soon  as  I  got  back,  my  time  machine  was  destroyed.  I  went 
outside  to  tell  everybody,  but  no  one  would  listen.  Then  I  went 
back  home  and  went  to  sleep. 

by  Clarence  Mah 


3B 


MY  FIRST  TIME  0>1  A  BOB  SLED 

The  first  time  I  saw  a  bob  sled  was  at  the  Olympics.  I  saw  them  coming  down  at  full  speed. 
One  sled  broke.  At  the  end  of  the  race,  I  wanted  to  go  on  one.  So  I  asked  one  of  the  people  who 
owned  a  sled  if  I  could  have  a  ride.  He  said,  "yes,"  if  I  wore  a  helmet.  I  said  I  would  so  we  went 
to  the  top  of  the  mountain.  We  got  into  a  sled  and  went  speeding  down  the  hill.  In  the  middle  of 
the  hill  we  went  off  the  track,  and  when  we  came  out  we  were  stopped  by  a  net. 

by  Billy  Lloyd 


Matthew  Stevenson 
3A 

THE  HERO 

There  was  once  a  dog  that  was  very  good  and  his  master  worked  in  a  bank.  This  dog's  name 
was  Trapper  and  he  was  a  watch  dog.  Once  Trapper  was  at  his  master's  bank  and  was  tied  to  his 
master's  desk,  sleeping,  and  he  was  so  quiet  his  master  forgot  all  about  him  and  left  him  at  the 
bank.  Unluckily  for  Trapper  it  was  a  long  weekend.  On  Saturday  Trapper  broke  free  and 
wandered  around.  He  looked  at  the  safe  and  found  it  had  not  been  locked!  That  night  Trapper 
could  not  sleep  so  he  stayed  up.  Just  then  he  heard  a  loud  CRACK!  and  two  men  with  guns  came 
stalking  in.  The  burglar  alarm  went  rr-rrrrrrrring  and  one  said,  "The  lock  is  open  Frank,  get  the 
loot!"  Trapper  went  to  hide.  Just  then  the  police  came  on  the  scene  and  there  was  a  big  gun  fight 
but  the  burglars  were  getting  the  upper  hand.  Then  Trapper  attacked  and  while  the  burglars 
fought  Trapper  the  police  moved  in  and  caught  the  burglars!  Trapper  was  given  the  Dickin  medal 
-  highest  award  for  animal  bravery. 

The  End. 
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A  GHOST  IN  A  4-ROOM  APARTMENT 

Knock  knock,  rap  rap,  ring  ring. 
Hi,  1  am  a  ghost  and  I  am  iiere  to  see 
Horace.  Here  is  Horace,  good  and  bad, 
Who  lives  in  a  4-Room  apartment.  Now 
That  I've  met  Horace  and  he's  such  a  nice 
Guy,  I'd  like  to  meet  his  sister. 

Chris  Hanson  2A 


THE  MIDDLE  OF  THE  NIGHT 

It  was  the  middle  of  the  night,  and  everybody  was  asleep;  but,  I  was 
awake.  1  was  looking  at  the  ceiling,  but  then  I  heard  a  noise  downstairs.  I 
went  downstairs  and  saw  our  dog  talking  to  our  cat.  The  cat  said  to  the 
dog,  "Are  you  having  fun  at  this  house?" 

Our  dog  replied,  "Of  course  I  am." 

Then  the  cat  went  out  the  window,  and  our  dog  went  back  to  where  he 
sleeps.  I  went  back  to  my  bedroom,  and  I  still  could  not  get  to  sleep. 
Then  I  awoke,  saying,  "What  a  dream."  Then  I  went  downstairs  and 
had  breakfast. 

Mikey  Riley  Gr.  4 


LOVE  IN  THE  CITY 

Love  can  be  found  everywhere. 
In  the  sky  and  in  the  air 
In  the  store  and  way  out  there 
And  maybe  even  with  two  bears. 


Darren  Waxman  Gr.  4 


THE  TIN  OF  JAM  AND  THE 
DOG 

One  day  there  was  a  tin  of  jam  on 
the  counter,  and  the  dog  saw  the  tin 
of  jam  so  the  dog  jumped  up  on  the 
counter  and  started  to  eat  the  tin  of 
jam  and  soon  the  tin  of  jam  was 
gone,  and  the  dog  was  fat. 

Jeffrey  Hill  gd.  1 


Ashley  Monohan 

3A 

THE  SECRET  OF  THE  KEY 


Once  upon  a  time,  my  grandfather  had  a  secret  key  and  he  hid  it  in  his  chest.  A  few  months  later, 
he  forgot  about  it  and  he  wanted  it  and  he  could  not  find  it.  He  looked  all  over  the  place  but  he  could 
not  find  it.  So  he  went  to  his  chest.  He  thought  for  a  long  time  and  he  opened  it  and  looked  for  it  and 
saw  a  shiny  thing  and  it  was  the  secret  key.  He  picked  it  up  and  went  upstairs  and  forgot  what  he 
needed  it  for.  But  the  next  day,  he  remembered  what  he  needed  the  secret  key  for  and  he  went  to  the 
door  which  the  secret  key  was  for  and  he  opened  the  door  and  got  his  pants  out. 
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STAR  TREK 

It  is  star  date,  5981.  The  U.S.  Exitprise  is 
going  to  race  the  KUngon  Weirdoship  through 
the  star  system  Gahxa.  Lieut.  Uhora  puts  all  the 
systems  on.  The  Exitprise  blasts  off.  Later  in 
deep  space  the  Klingons  are  just  blasting  off 
from  the  black  hole.  Hours  pass.  The  Exitprise 
then  nears  the  finish  line  but  so  does  the 
Klingon  Weirdoship.  The  two  ships  went  at  full 
power.  Its  Klingon!  Its  Exitprise. 
KABOOM!  It's  a  tie. 

Willie  Dodge  2A 
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THE  CHIPMUNKS  REVOLT  NO.  2 

One  day,  on  an  early  afternoon,  a  chipmunk 
was  sitting  and  thinking  about  all  the  glory  and 
pomp  he  would  have  if  he  were  a  king. 

"Ah,  it  would  be  fabulous,"  he  said,  thinking 
about  what  he  would  do.  The  next  morning,  the 
chipmunk  was  off  to  ask  the  other  chipmunks  if 
they  wanted  to  help  him  in  a  revolt  against  the 
people  of  New  York. 

So  he  sent  letters  to  all  the  chipmunks  in  the 
area  saying,  "Dear  fellow  chipmunks,  I  am 
happy  to  say  I  have  decided  that  we  are  going  to 
revolt."  So  they  did  because  the  next  day  there 
were  chipmunks  everywhere  and  they  ruled 
forever  more. 

Steven  Horrobin  Gr.  4 


THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  MISSING  HORSE 

One  day  Alec  Ramsay  and  Henry  Dailey  were 
in  the  barn  feeding  the  black  stallion,  when  the 
'phone  rang  in  Henry's  room.  "I'll  get  it,"  Alec 
said. 

After  Alec  hung  up  the  'phone,  he  said,  "It 
was  John,  the  rider  of  the  Cyclone;  he  thinks  he 
knows  where  the  black  stallion's  father  is." 

"Where  is  he?"  asked  Henry. 

"I  don't  know,  Henry,"  Alec  said.  "He  is 
coming  here  to  talk  to  you  in  the  house."  They 
finished  feeding  Black,  as  Alec  named  him,  then 
they  went  into  the  house  to  wait  for  John. 

HONK  HONK 

"That's  him,"  yelled  Alec. 

"Come  on  in,  John,"  Henry  said.  John  came 
in  and  they  all  sat  down  on  the  couch.  "O.K. 
let's  get  down  to  work,"  said  John. 

"Where  is  the  Black  Stallion's  father?"  asked 
Henry. 

"He's  in  Arabia!"  answered  John. 

Nicolas  Matossian 
Grade  4 
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Junior  School 
Sports 
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What  did  they  do  to  me? 


Will  they  all  fit  in  one  pot? 


Let's  get  him. 


What  are  you  doing? 


iP»v  ->v/V 


'yO'/: 


Iron  bars  do  not  a  prison  make. 


Prisoner! 
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Middle  School  Report 

This  year  was  most  eventful  for  Middle  Schoolers.  While  maintaining  Selwyn  House's  high 
academic  standard,  the  boys  involved  themselves  in  such  activities  as  Art,  Choir,  Drama,  and 
Electronics.  Most  notable,  however,  was  the  initiation  of  "La  Sixi^me"  -  a  French  immersion 
programme  for  grade  six.  The  boys  learned  to  speak  French  "facilement  et  efficacement." 

The  enthusiasm  generated  in  the  Middle  School  has  been  most  rewarding.  To  a  large  extent  this 
spirit  is  attributable  to  the  sincere  effort  and  hard  work  of  a  dedicated  staff.  To  these  people,  I 
express  a  special  thank  you. 

L.I.  Seville 
Director  of  Middle  School  Studies 
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5A,  September  1979.  Now  you  see  us  ... 

^11 


BACK  ROW,  Left  to  Right:  Oliver  Kippen,  David  Cude,  David  Verch^re,  James  Von 

Moltke,   Brittain  Taylor,   Mark  Patny,   David  Tang-Wai,   Peter  Morden,   Thomas  De 

Butler. 

FRONT  ROW:  David  Munroe,  Alexander  Barcados,  Anders  Bard,  Andrew  McGregor, 

Matthew  Claener,  Barry  Friedberg,  Gabor  Hasko,  Alexander  Von  Veh,  Mark  Harris. 

5A,  June  1980.  Now  you  don't ... 


During  the  year,  we  grow,  change,  and  move  around.  However,  plus  ^a  change  .. 

WHO'S  WHO 

5A  -  Can  you  find  yourself  in  the  picture? 

Can  you  identify  your  classmates? 
Others  -  Can  you  recognize  anybody? 
Can  you  find  Mr.  Cude? 
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5B  Crossword 


CLUES 
ACROSS 

4.  Who  is  Mr.  Muscle? 

7.  Who  goes  with  Chip? 

8.  Who  is  King  of  the  Infirmary? 

13.  Who  got  stuck  with  putting  this  puzzle  together? 

15.  Who  has  the  largest  collection  of  hockey  cards? 

16.  Who  has  a  smile  from  ear  to  ear? 

17.  Who  is  our  single  Swede? 

18.  Who  blows  his  own  trumpet  and  very  well? 

19.  Who  always  talks  about  his  one  and  only  friend? 

DOWN 

1 .  Who  is  Mr.  Atlas? 

2.  Who  is  big,  blonde,  and  beautiful? 

3.  Who  has  more  freckles  than  a  centipede  has  legs? 

5.  Whose  head  shines  like  a  copper  penny? 

6.  Who  gets  the  most  invitations  to  Mr.  Zako's  parties? 

9.  Who  travels  a  hundred  and  twenty  miles  every  day  to 
attend  Selwyn? 

10.  Who  is  the  class  practical  joker? 

1 1 .  Who  has  bad  luck  on  Halloween? 

12.  What  can  du  farmer 

14.  Who  is  an  able  student  and  never  cained? 
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6A 


William  Black:  "William  Black,  sort  de  la  classe!!" 

Bruce  Cawdron:  "Bruce,  que  penses-tu  de  la  sixidme?"  "!...?«7o.%"    CENSURE 

Etienne  C6te:  Ambition:  Ordinateur.  Destination:  Un  fusible  brulee. 

Charles  Cloutier:  ? 

Richard  Denis:  Ambition:  Premier  ministre.  Destination  probable:  Ramasseur  de  dechets. 

Irwin  Gross:  Irwin  Gross,  Irwin  Gross,  il  est  tr^s  populaire,  ce  Irwin.  Gross,  il  est  gentil  avec  ses  amis,  mes  avec  les 

autres,  mais  avec  les  autres,  je  ne  sais  pas. 

Peter  Hallward:  Ambition:  Trouver  un  medicament  "instantane"  antiulc^res. 

Jason  Hreno:  Ambition:  de  travailler  dans  une  grosse  compagnie.  Destination  probable:  vendeur  de  crSme  glacee. 

Jacey  Kaps:  Ambition:  d'dtre  mince.  Destination  probable:  connaisseur  de  nourriture. 

Johnny  Kay:  Ambition:  joueur  de  baseball  professionel.  Destination  probable:  Ramasseur  de  batons  de  baseball 

professionnel. 

Gregory  Kostiw:  Greg  a  quelques  probl^mes  en  fran?ais  mais  i  la  fin,  il  comprend  bien. 

Bobby  Lunny:  Pouvez-vous  imaginer  Bobby  avec  les  yeux  blonds  et  les  cheveux  bleus? ! 

Kai  McCall:  Sport  favorit:  Ecrire  A  Kristina. 

Michael  McNally:  Ambition:  Partir  en  croisi^re  sur  un  bateau  de  son  invention. 

Justin  Molson:  Molson,  qui  fait  toutes  sortes  de  choses  droles  quand  le  professeur  ne  le  voit  pas. 

Matthew  Nadler:  Ambition:  Programmeur  d'ordinateurs.  Destination  probable:  laveur  d'ordinateurs. 

Christopher  Naudie:  Chris  ajoute  toujours  le  dernier  mot. 

Charles  Newman:  Ambition:  de  se  rendre  en  septi^me  annee.  Destination  probable:  En  train  de  passer  I'annee 

prochaine  en  cinqui^me. 

Rene  Ouimet:  Rene  park  fran^ais  dans  toutes  les  classes,  mSme  un  en  classe  d'anglais. 

Jake  Richler:  Jake  n'est  pas  tr^s  serieux. 

William  Riordon:  "Remplacez  les  periodes  de  maths  par  des  'hockey  games'." 

Bernando  Sanchez:  Ambition:  Chef  d'un  restaurant  mexicain.   Destination  probable:  Proprietaire  d'un  poste  de 

tacos. 

Jonathon  Turnbull:  "Est-ce  que  je  peux  vas  aller  ^  la  toilette?" 

Madame  Marie-Andre  Parent:   Ambition:   d'etre  le  meilleur  professeur  au  monde.   Destination  probable: 

DICTATEUR  du  MONDE! ! ! ! ! 
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Benard:  Plus  grand  que  le  professeur. 
Bentley:  Xeras,  la  machine  a  tout  faire. 
Bishop:  Ou  sont  mes  leures? 
Blundell:  Veux-tu  me  passer  un  stylo? 
Gervais:  Mais  Monsieur  ...  !? 
Ghattas:  Je  ne  me  sens  pas  bien! 
Gellet:  Double  lame. 
Guttman:  Atchaum,  excuse! 
Hall:  M.  Sourire  sportif. 
Heenan:  Charles  Tableau  d'honneur  Heenan. 
Ip:  non,  non,  pas  moi. 
Jorizza:  Kissamania 
Lemoine:  Le  fumeau  de  Heenan. 
Liberia:  C'nest  pas  moi,  c'est  lui. 
Lupu:  Est-ce  que  je  peux  changer  de  place? 
McCurdy:  Einh? 

Neuenschuander:  M.  Alphabet  complet. 
Pratley:  LB.M.-G.T.E. 
Reid:  Hockey-Hockey-Hockey. 
Smith:  Je  ne  sais  pas. 
Soutar:  Mes  souliers  sont  lourdes. 
Whitehead:  Regarde,  ses  oreilles. 

Gagnon:  L'homme  a  I'eternel  manteau  vert  et  pantalons  bleus  qui  a  22 
chou-chou  et  qui  donne  "Trop  souvent  des  FLEURS." 
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E.  Blachford:  Now  look,  we  place  the  bombs  ... 
J.  Bogert:  But  Sir,  couldn't  ... 

A.  Brown:  Class  brain  -  ad  absurdam  - 
L.  Colman:  Kermit  the  Frog 

J.  Dick:  History?  What's  that? 
D.  Doheny:  Hockey  King  of  7A 
K.  Dubravcik:  What  time  is  it? 

B.  Dungan:  Has  connections  with  the  Mafia. 
A.  Golden:  Made  plans  to  bomb  S.H.S. 

P.  Roman:  Likes  to  skin  teachers  alive. 

D.  Higgins:  Likes  girls;  er,  not  now  Douglas. 

C.  Keene:  Class  saboteur. 

D.  Kidoniefs:  Dynamic  Dr.  D. 

A.  Marshall:  No,  don't  do  that!  Use  T.N.T.  instead. 

R.  Mason:  Beanball  Champ. 

L  McPherson:  Mad  dog  McLaddy. 

K.  Russel:  French?  Not  French! 

F.  Svenstedt:  Imported  Swedish  soccer  player. 
P.  Thompson:  Boil  the  teachers  in  oil. 

E.  Widdicome:  Just  a  sec. 

A.  Zitzmann:  Desk  football  King  of  7A. 
A.  Ramsey:  Always  with  a  good  joke. 
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Can  you  imagine  -  Ferhaan  Ahmad  -  not  helping  Mr.  Cude  with  the  easy  problems? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Jonathan  Blanshay  -  not  making  a  sarcastic  comment? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Jeff  Bray  -  not  mooching? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Nicholas  Campeau  -  not  being  sassy? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Kasey  Fukada  -  flunking  math? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Paul  Huang  -  not  making  Grade  8? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Frederick  Hyde  -  speaking  french  without  saying  "Espece  de"? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Attila  Joo  -  cracking  a  funny  joke? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Nick  Kerridge  -  without  a  punk  rock  haircut? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Dale  Patterson  -  not  thinking  about  girls? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Chuck  Porteous  -  not  being  wishy-washy? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Tarek  Razek  -  forgetting  his  lines  in  Spanish? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Sasha  Ruttner  -  with  a  crew  cut? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Andrew  Sader  -  being  shy? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Andrew  Seely  -  not  getting  kicked  out  of  Spanish? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Brent  Sheldon  -  getting  straight  A's? 

Can  you  imagine  -  David  Smith  -  being  organized? 

Can  you  imagine  -  Sean  Sofin  -  without  his  corny  buttons? 
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Alder:  Now  sow  trows  sow  mows. 

Audet:  Smokes  pens  in  science  class. 

Bunge:  Alias  no  toe. 

De  Georgis:  Spaghetti  again? 

Drummond:  I'd  rather  be  playing  hockey. 

Emily:  Ambition:  A  pro  basketball  player;  probable  destination:  the  hoop. 

Fato:  Gee!  I'd  better  do  my  homework  now  that  I'm  in  school. 

Grant:  Always  on  his  knees  begging  for  a  ride. 

Handa:  Measurements  of  head:  62",  62",  62". 

Lawson:  Allright!  Another  exciting  Spanish  period! 

McGilton:  Two  plus  two  ...  uh?  ...  Five! 

Patrickson:  Did  you  forget  your  homework  again? 

Redwood:  Disco  Dave 

Rizkalla:  Steel  wool  hair. 

Samuel:  Well  gentlemen,  take  out  your  W.A.I. 

Sandblom:  Class  Dictionary. 

Sellito:  Can  you  imagine  Sellito  being  on  time  for  class. 

Siev:  Get  out  you  stupid  boy! 

Steinberg:  Daddy,  when  is  the  new  chain  coming  out? 

Szpyt:  A  real  funny  guy! 

Thompka/Gazdik:  Swift  on  those  feet! 

Compliments  of  ME. 
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Junior  Art 

This  year,  many  students  participated  in  the  art  program.  Some  interesting  projects  were  un- 
dertaken by  the  boys.  A  great  deal  of  different  talents  and  skills  were  displayed.  Many  worked 
hard  trying  to  create  their  own  individual  art  forms. 

It  was  an  extremely  productive  year  with  a  large  amount  of  enthusiasm  shown  by  everyone. 

-The  Central  Committee 
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Junior  Debating 

Debating  at  Selwyn  House  makes  up  a  large  part  of  the  school's  extracurricular  programme. 
The  students  have  ranked  highly  in  competitions  of  all  kinds.  In  addition  to  maintaining  Selwyn's 
high  academic  standard,  the  programme  provides  extensive  enjoyment  for  the  boys. 

We  are  grateful  for  the  effort  put  into  activity. 

-The  Central  Committee 
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Electronics  Club 

This  year,  something  new  was  added  to  the  Middle  and  High  School  lists  of  activities,  in  the 
form  of  an  Electronics  Club  which  included  students  from  grades  seven  and  eight.  The  first  half 
of  the  year  was  spent  on  fundamentals  and  theory  -  mainly  because  there  was  no  equipment  to 
work  with  apart  from  what  the  staff  advisor  brought  from  his  home.  We  discussed  such  things  as 
transformer  theory,  movement  of  electrons,  magnetic  fields,  and  so  on. 

In  the  month  of  February  we  obtained  sufficient  equipment  and  supplies  to  begin  putting  some 
of  our  theory  sessions  into  practical  form.  Mr.  Reid  purchased  cutters,  soldering  equipment, 
batteries,  meters,  and  so  on,  plus  half  a  dozen  project  kits.  The  club  at  this  point  took  on  a  more 
interested  and  enthusiastic  quality,  as  we  began  actually  working  with  our  hands.  The  boys  built  a 
lie  detector,  an  induction-type  metal  detector  and  several  more  interesting  projects,  and  had 
demonstrations  of  high  voltage  sparking,  solar  power  creation  and  light-energy  equivalents. 

Next  year,  the  Electronics  Club  has  plans  to  solve  the  world  energy  crisis,  land  a  man  on 
Jupiter,  and,  as  a  grande  finale,  to  create  life  electronically. 

L.K. 


Junior  Photography 

With  the  leadership  of  Mr.  Krindle,  the  junior  photography  club  learned  a  great  deal  of 
photographic  knowledge  this  year.  If  you  didn't  know  where  to  put  the  flash  on  the  camera,  sure 
enough,  Mr.  Krindle  would  be  there  helping  and  giving  out  his  expert  connaisance  of  camera 
paraphernalia.  The  highlight  of  the  year  was  the  photo  contest.  Four  weeks  prior  to  the  closing 
date,  every  hour  for  darkroom  printing  and  developing  was  taken  up  by  the  students  but,  luckily 
for  the  students,  the  deadline  for  the  contest  was  delayed  twice,  extending  it  for  two  additional 
weeks.  Everybody  in  the  club  learned  something  new.  Some  of  the  individuals  found  themselves 
taking  pictures  for  the  yearbook,  preparing  them  for  future  photo  years.  A  great  thanks  must  go 
to  Mr.  Krindle  for  his  patience  and  never-ending  cooperation.  Keep  on  clicking'! 
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THE  SEASIDE 

The  waves  of  the  ocean  hit  the  shore 
People  play  in  the  sea 
They  search  for  shells  on  the  ocean  floor 
Finding  treasures  from  A  to  Z 

Mussels,  starfish  and  lobsters  too 

All  have  watery  homes 

They  are  all  to  be  found  in  the  ocean  blue 

And  sea  urchins'  prickly  domes. 

Colin  McGifton  7C 


BIRDS 

Birds  flying  through  the  sky 
Flying  in  the  shape  of  a  "V" 
Being  a  bird  I  would  like  to  try 
Gliding  wonderfully  free. 

A  humming  bird  humming, 
A  woodpecker  pecking, 
These  beautiful  creatures 
Are  Nature's  features. 

Gavin  Grant  7C 
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SPORTS 

Some  sports  are  very  fun, 
Some  are  not  very  good  at  all. 
Sports  involve  skates,  or  just  a  run. 
Whether  you  be  tall  or  small. 

Rugby,  squash,  tennis,  or  Softball, 
Rain,  snow,  wind,  sun. 
Everything  from  a  basehit  to  a  maul. 
Sports  are  okay  after  all. 


D.  Redwood  7C 
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FLIES 

Aggravating,  buzzing,  biting, 
Oh  what  pests  they  are. 

Bothering,  tearing,  eating. 
Now  we  could  do  without  them. 

You  swat  them;  you  chase  them; 
But  still  they  persist  to  fly  around 

While  working  in  the  garden. 

One  sneaks  by  your  ear. 

You  feel  him  there  and  try  to  crush  him, 

But  ...  OUCH,  I  missed,  you  cry  out. 

You  stand  on  the  edge  of  a  cold  pond  trying  to  catch  a  frog. 

When  a  fly  bites  you  on  the  back. 

Oh,  ooo  and  help!  slash,  you  fall  in  the  pond. 

What  can  one  do  about  these  bothersome  animals? 
I  don't  know,  but  1  wish  1  did. 

Nicholas  Adamson  5B 
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CANADA 

I  love  my  country. 

From  sea  to  sea. 

All  the  people  here  seem  so  nice  to  me. 

There  are  hills  and  mountains; 

The  grass  is  so  green. 

There  are  trees  and  plants. 

And  rocks,  and  mud,  and  cattle  grazing  in  fields. 

And  when  winter  comes. 

Everything  is  cold. 

The  grass  isn't  green  and  the  cattle 

Graze  no  more,  everything  is  white; 

White  with  a  haze. 

Snow  covers  the  ground  and  children  play 

Outside  in  their  boots. 

And  they  wait,  and  they  wait,  and  they  wait 

All  winter  for  the  spring  to  come. 

When  they  can  play  tennis  in  their  shorts, 

And  short-sleeve  shirts  too. 

You  see,  there  are  so  many  things  for  me. 

In  this  great  country  called  Canada. 

YIPEE 
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Blan  Shay  7B 
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Moffat's  Magic  Elixir,  cures  Snalce  Bites,  lumbago, 
baldness  ... 


Did  1  remember  to  turn  off  the  gas? 


Do  you  suppose  he  understands  any  known  language? 


Who's  next? 


Give  me  a  fulcrum,  and  I'll  move  the  world. 


Hiiiiiiya! 
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Sir,  it's  only  a  cardboard  cutout;  you  can't  expect  too 
much. 


What  am  I  going  to  tell  him? 


Now  for  the  current. 


Which  is  longer,  three  feet  or  two  meters? 


My  gawd,  he  went  right  into  orbit. 
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Somehow  1  don't  think  this  is  the  right  place  to 
put  it. 


Higher  honey,  my  wife's  watching. 


Another  one?! 


The  squaw  on  the  hide  of  the  hippopotamus  is 
equal  to  the  sum  of  the  squaws  on  the  other  two 
hides. 


Are  you  telling  me  you  jumped  ten  feet? 


No,  I  told  you,  there's  nobody  here! 
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Damm,    I   printed   it   too   small;    I   didn't   realize   the 
ceiling's  22  feet  high. 


B 


Where  did  I  leave  that  algebra  book?  It  costs  $6.22. 

Mill      ak  m 
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Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I'm  a  fool. 


An    experience    in    total    motivation:    another 
enthusiastic  day  with  the  French  class. 
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Isn't  that  a  rather  obvious  comment  on  the  quality  of 
this  lesson? 


But  1  hardly  know  you! 


Ooooomph! 


Chateau  Lafite  Rothchilds,  1808. 


Once  this  gets  into  the  water  supply,  the  city  will  be 
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mme; 


Not  one  of  his  stories  again! 


Stan  the  Man  with  the  microwave  tan. 


Okay,  sir,  this  is  for  you. 


So,  a  banana  has  19000  joules  of  energy  in  it. 


Ali?  Again? 


She's  too  short  for  me. 


Two  hours  left  and  I  still  don't  have 
a  date. 
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I  wish  I  were  back  in  Honolulu. 


IfRf 


What  a  schmuck! 
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I  hate  kids,  but  it's  my  duty  to  society. 


It's  not  that  I'm  hiding  from  the  sun,  I'm  just  ashamed 
of  myself. 


The  passion  of  the  moment  is  getting  to  me. 
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Actually   I'm  quite  accustomed  to  this   kind   of  hero 
worship. 


Senior 


Senior  School  Report 


Mr.  B.S.  Stevens,  Director  of  Studies 


As  usual,  this  has  been  a  busy  year,  highhghted  by  the  normal  priorities  -  being  sure  that 
students  keep  up  to  the  work,  that  things  work  as  smoothly  as  possible  -  that  people  ACHIEVE. 
Without  pointing  out  any  particular  frustrations  or  satisfactions,  one  can  say  that  it's  been  a 
good  year  -  the  elevens  led  the  school  and  the  others  accepted  their  lead  in  a  reasonably 
satisfactory  way.  All  in  all,  a  good  year. 
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Amtmann  -  'The  Quiet  Man' 
Bernier  -  Burn!  Burn!!  Burn!!! 
Antony  -  The  Nuclear  Physicist. 
Essig  -  "I  left  it  on  your  desk,  Sir" 
Gottlieb  -  The  Animal. 
Gutierrez  -  Say  cheese. 
Kristoff  -  Huh? 
Lala  -  The  Renaissance  Man. 
Lemaitre  -  Unfit  for  print. 
Lupu  -  "What's  the  going  rate?" 
Mehnert  -  "How  much  for  a  lab?" 
Moore  -  Fishy  poet. 
Murchison  -  The  Brazil  Nut. 
O'Donnell  -  Pepper. 
Penner  -  Pansy. 

Scensor  -  "Naa,  I  don't  think  so." 
Soutar  -  "But,  but,  but  ...  Sir??" 
Ventura  -  The  Silent  Joker. 
Vinovitch  -  Finish  it! 
Wagg  -  The  Candy  Man. 
Gruodis  -  Took  a  wrong  turn. 
J. P.M.  -  Piscator. 
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"It  would  be  impossible  for  ...  " 

Shariff:  ...  not  to  study. 

Chung:  ...  Not  to  cut  gym. 

Seymour  :  ...  to  study. 

Macfarlane:  ...  to  stay  awake  in  Latin. 

Jany:  ...  not  to  talk  back. 

Delgado:  ...  to  wake  up. 

Ogilvie:  ...  to  control  his  feet. 

Ozkan:  ...  to  stop  dreaming  of  Denis  Herron 

Maxwell:  ...  to  care  about  anything  ...  anytime. 

Balles:  ...  to  calm  down. 

Higgins:  ...  to  wear  these  clothes. 

Robertson:  ...  to  shut  up!! 

Philips:  ...  to  get  at  least  20  out  of  25  in  a  Latin  translation. 

Brydon:  ...  to  keep  his  shirttail  in. 

Reid:  ...  to  enjoy  a  Latin  class  or  smile  at  Mr.  Martin. 

Gatti:  ...  to  survive  without  bread. 

Taguchi:  ...  to  disturb  class. 

Sander:  ...  to  forget  about  stamps. 

Ajdukovic:  ...  to  control  his  feet. 

Tingley:  ...  to  play  in  semi-finals  in  hockey. 

Stevenson:  ...  not  to  lend  his  Pepsi  can  sharpener. 

Clark:  ...  to  like  yearbooks 

Dalles:  ...  to  calm  down 
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While  Mr.  Dowd's  back  was  turned  ... 

Doyle  plans  the  ne.xt  gas  attack. 

Adams  reads  the  Secret  7. 

Beaton  prepares  for  the  next  gas  attack. 

Freedman  considers  new  approaches  to  old  questions. 

Ham  invents  something  new. 

Aylmer  is  being  framed. 

Kataoka  turns  over  and  goes  back  to  sleep. 

Burnham  contemplates  the  meaning  of  old  age. 

Maclaren  sneezes. 

Price  questions  his  presence  in  this  place. 

Reid  takes  pictures  of  himself  and  friend. 

Nemec  insures  his  body. 

Sanchez  writes  love  letters  to  the  computer. 

Hood  murmurs  obscenities. 

Kelly  relays  back-of  class  messages. 

Eaton  forms  geometric  shapes  with  his  lips. 

Bandeen  is  on  the  lookout  ... 

UUman  dreams  of  Saturday  night  at  the  farm. 

Kiricov  is  still  on  vacation. 

Kardos  practises  the  art  of  oral  knee  cap  cleaning. 

Gouveia  digs  for  food. 

Elkin  maps  out  his  career  as  a  semi-pro  goalie. 
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Classical  Notes 


Duncan  Ball:  "Under  my  thumb" 

Geoffry  Canlett:  "Earth  calling  Canlett,  come  in  Canlett" 

Robert  D'Aguayo:  Always  having  a  good  time  with  Reusing. 

Sebastian  Gault:  Big  Head. 

Derek  Ham:  "Will  you  shoddup,  boy?" 

Esko  Kilpinen:  "Finn  in  Space" 

Philip  Lapin:  Mon  Non  est  Quebecois. 

Michael  Morden:  Adopted  by  Mr.  Zuby. 

Geoffry  Reford:  Deported  from  England  for  butchering  Shakespeare. 

Gerard  Reusing:  See  D'Aguayo. 

Norman  Bethune:  Robert  Sephton. 

John  Shearson:  Still  catching  flies. 

David  Skinner:  "You  lose,  Buck!" 

Timothy  Utting:  Silent  but  DEADLY. 

Scott  Vineberg:  The  "curve". 

William  Zacharkiw:  "French  homework?"  -  "What's  that?" 

Santiago  Churruca:  Wishes  to  remain  anonymous. 

Jon  Stent-Torriani:  Insufficient  Data. 

Mr.  Litvack:  "Gimme  a  chance,  'kay?" 


9C 

When  we  grew  up  and  went  to  school 

There  were  certain  teachers  who  would 

Hurt  the  children  anyway  they  could 

By  pouring  their  derision 

Upon  anything  we  did 

And  exposing  every  weakness 

However  carefully  hidden  by  the  kids 

But  in  the  town  it  was  well  known 

When  they  got  home  at  night,  their  fat  and 

Psycopathic  wives  would  thrash  them 

Within  inches  of  their  lives 

We  don't  need  no  education 

We  don't  need  no  thought  control 

No  dark  sarcasm  in  the  classroom 

Teachers  leave  us  kids  alone 

Hey  teacher  leave  us  kids  alone 

All  in  all  its  just  another  brick  in  the  wall 

All  in  all  you're  just  another  brick  in  the  wall. 


70 


lOA 

Ian  Aitken:  Suffering  from  a  terminal  illness. 

George  Astrakianakas:  The  prime  suspect. 

Reed  Ballon:  Oh  goody! 

Hirsh  Bernstein:  Duh,  is  that  London,  England  or  London,  Ontario? 

Shane  Brady:  Does  Samuel  Champlain  have  anything  to  do  with  the  Champlain  Bridge? 

Paul  Broomfield:  WHAAAT? 

Robert  Giallereto:  So,  d'ya  hear  about  John  and  ... 

Brett  Howard:  This  may  seem  like  a  stupid  question,  but  ... 

Joseph  Kovalik:  Sir,  I  think  you  are  in  error. 

Peter  Norris:  I  didn't  do  it,  sir. 

Andrew  Osterland:  You're  such  a  JERK. 

Amadeo  Pace:  The  Bad  Sinners  Strike  Back. 

Nicholas  Pratley:  You're  so  childish. 

David  Ramsay:  So,  how's  Anne. 

Lawrence  Reusing:  No  chance. 

Clark  Schwab:  You  see,  it's  Uke  this. 

Andrew  Smith:  I  speak  her  Majesty's  English. 

David  Stevenson:  Oh  No!  You've  got  to  be  kidding. 

Karl  Stiefenhofer:  I  can't  hear  what  you're  saying. 

Andrew  Vivian:  You  just  don't  understand. 

Mr.  Porter:  Everyone  have  a  cheery  ding  dainger  of  a  day. 
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Senior  Art 

This  year,  the  Senior  Art  group  delved  into  various  areas  of  the  field  of  art.  They  experimented 
with  face  molds,  pen  and  ink  drawings,  water  colours,  pastels  and  sketching.  All  of  the  groups 
efforts  went  on  display  on  Activities  night,  delighting  all  who  saw  the  show. 


Science  Club 


Fizzel,  pop,  bang.  These  were  the  sounds  eminating  from  the  Science  Club  this  year.  Under  the 
enthusiastic  leadership  of  Mr.  Kershaw,  the  boys  constructed  a  still  to  produce  alcohol,  and  made 
various  explosive  gases,  such  as  Clorine,  Hydrogen  and  Oxygen. 

With  the  arrival  of  Activities  Night,  the  club  set  up  shocking  experiments  such  as  a  Van- 
dergraff  generator,  electron  gun  and  vacuum  chamber. 

In  November,  under  the  organization  of  Eugene  Kovalik  and  leadership  of  Mr.  Kershaw,  the 
boys  visited  the  Shell  Refineries  in  eastern  Montreal  where  they  toured  the  massive  complex. 

We  thank  Mr.  Kershaw  for  his  enthusiastic  leadership,  and  are  looking  for  bigger  and  better 
things  in  the  future. 
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The  Yearbook 

A  new  departure  was  attempted  this  year  in  giving  the  major  responsibility  in  preparing  the  record  of  the  year's 
events  to  the  students  of  grade  ten,  rather  than  following  the  time-honored  tradition  of  letting  the  senior  class  carry 
the  load.  There  were  several  reasons  for  this  change. 

First,  we  like  to  make  the  usual  jokes  and  say  that  everyone  knows  grade  ten  boys  can  be  threatened  far  more 
effectively  than  grade  eleven.  In  the  first  place,  they  are  smaller.  Thus,  they  are  more  easily  intimidated  into  getting 
the  job  done.  And  get  the  job  done,  they  must. 

Second,  the  grade  ten  boys  will  still  be  in  the  school  the  next  year.  Thus,  to  continue  the  joke,  they  cannot  get 
away  with  perpetrating  the  deed  and  then  graduating,  so  that  they  will  not  have  to  answer  for  what  they  have 
committed. 

Third,  and  the  serious  reason,  is  that  the  yearbook  is  in  a  very  real  way  a  tribute  to  the  graduating  class  in  any 
school.  Should  a  grad  class  write  its  own  tribute? 

There  are  several  other  considerations.  In  their  ultimate  year,  our  grade  eleven  students  are  very  busy  -  or  should 
be,  at  least.  They  are  after  their  final  marks.  They  are  seeking  to  enter  university  or  college,  and  it  is  questionable 
whether  they  should  also  have  the  preoccupation  of  turning  out  this  very  major  piece  of  work. 

As  far  as  the  staff  advisor  is  concerned,  the  experiment  has  been  a  smashing  success.  The  tens  have  taken  over 
beautifully.  However,  the  grade  eleven  class  has  not  kept  out  of  things  entirely.  Four  of  the  seniors  have  been 
heavily  involved,  at  their  own  request  and  as  a  result  of  their  own  interest.  But  the  tens  have  led  things  this  year. 
Every  department  -  advertising,  grad  notes,  class  notes,  sports  write-ups,  photography,  and  so  on  -  was  ahead  of  the 
normal  situation  at  the  time  of  this  writing,  late  April.  And  so,  to  repeat  a  phrase,  as  far  as  the  staff  advisor  is 
concerned,  this  is  the  way  it  should  be.  The  students  are  to  be  congratulated  on  what  appears  at  this  point  to  be  a 
job  very  well  done. 

W.M.R. 
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Woodworking 


Selwyn  House's  woodworking  programme  has  progressed  significantly  over  the  past  few  years. 
With  such  sophisticated  equipment  as  the  lathe,  electric  drill,  and  band  saw,  the  boys  made 
stools,  candle  holders,  tables,  and  cabinets.  Each  student  had  the  chance  to  display  his  product(s) 
on  Activities  Night. 

-  The  Central  Committee 


Chess  Club 

Traditionally,  the  Chess  Club  has  been  very  popular  with  the  Senior  School  only.  This  year, 
nonetheless,  John-Peter  Guy,  Charles  Mappin,  and  Max  Plojing  took  time  out  of  their  lunch 
periods  to  administer  a  Middle  School  chess  programme.  We  hope  that  the  Middle  School  will 
become  as  actively  involved  as  is  the  Senior  School.  Highlights  of  the  year  included  "Speed 
Chess",  competition  against  the  computer,  and  lots  of  casual  games.  There  was  little  other 
outside  competition  this  year,  as  the  aforementioned  activities  more  than  took  up  everyone's 
interest. 

-  The  Central  Committee. 
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Math  Club 


The  Math  Club,  under  the  supervision  of  Mr.  Litvacic,  strives  to  promote  interest  and  creativity 
in  mathematics.  The  students  work  at  a  variety  of  mathematical  puzzles.  Time  is  also  allotted  to 
prepare  students  for  the  Junior  and  Senior  Math  Competition.  The  ideal  is  to  strive  for  a 
recreational  and  constructive  class. 
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Senior  Photography 


This  year,  under  the  leadership  of  Mr.  Krindle,  boys  from  the  upper  grades  enjoyed  a 
thoroughly  interesting  course  in  photography.  Club  members  learned  proper  darkroom 
procedures,  including  printing  and  processing  of  film,  and  attended  classes  on  how  to  improve 
their  skills. 

During  the  year,  a  photo  contest  was  held  and  received  an  overwhelming  response.  Those 
attending  the  Activities  Night  will  remember  the  quality  of  the  photographs  displayed.  Various 
prizes  were  offered  though  in  the  end,  and  everyone  gained  something  from  his  effort. 

We  thank  Mr.  Krindle  for  offering  his  time  and  knowledge,  and  wish  him  equal  success  with 
future  photography  clubs. 

A.T.A. 
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Junior  and  Senior  Jazz  Bands 

The  Selwyn  House  Junior  and  Senior  Jazz  Bands  have  enjoyed  a  very  successful  year. 

The  Junior  Jazz  Band  began  this  year  and  shows  excellent  potential  for  next  year.  Almost  all 
of  the  members  of  the  Junior  Jazz  Band  performed  at  the  Junior  and  Senior  Prize-Givings. 

The  Selwyn  House  Senior  Jazz  Band  made  its  public  debut  at  the  Manoir  Westmount  on 
March  9,  1980.  The  concert  was  enjoyed  by  both  the  residents  and  the  members  of  the  band. 
Other  concerts  this  year  included  an  exchange  concert  with  Dunton  High  School,  the 
coeducational  aspect  of  this  concert  being  quite  inspirational,  and  a  concert  was  performed  at  the 
High  School  of  Montreal  for  the  McGill  Conservatory. 

The  Bands  are  looking  forward  to  an  even  busier  schedule  next  year. 

Best  of  luck  to  those  students  who  have  participated  in  the  jazz  band  program  and  who  are 
graduating  this  year. 

David  Nutting  -  Director 


Debating  Club 


This  year,  under  the  direction  of  old  boy,  Doug  Peets,  the  debating  club  garnered  high  stan- 
dings in  G.M.A.A.  competition  in  and  out  of  the  school.  One  Saturday,  they  hosted  many 
schools  from  the  province  for  the  semi-finals  of  the  G.M.A.A.  tournament.  Although  our  boys 
did  not  win  the  finals  of  the  debates,  they  debated  extremely  well  on  an  individual  basis. 

Tim  Reid  placed  fifth  from  amongst  many  other  speakers  at  the  tournament,  and  many  of  the 
other  boys  did  exceptionally  well.  Many  thanks  go  to  Doug  Peets  for  his  time  and  effort. 
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The  Moon 

This  year,  after  one  season  of  being  in  limbo,  the  Moon  (Selwyn's  best  newspaper  in  years)  was 
resurrected.  A  group  of  grade  eleven  boys,  amongst  whom  were  Ali  Argun,  Greg  Clarke,  Chris 
Creighton,  Mike  Dungan,  Glenn  Fong,  Lawrence  Hsu  and  Clive  Spiegel,  got  together  whenever 
they  could  to  assemble  a  paper  consisting  of  excellent  articles,  humour,  and  interviews. 

Two  issues  actually  hit  the  presses,  while  one  in  the  making  somehow  never  materialized.  All 
those  involved  had  a  great  time  providing  the  student  body  and  teachers  with  "mature"  reading 
material. 


Covers  from  the  year's  two  issues. 
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VOLmE    2,      NUMBER    I    -  NOVEIUBEK. 
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ONLY   25c 


The   newspapersl      Jir.    they  are   the   moet   villanouB--licontious.    atordna-; 
infemal--not  that  I  ever  read  them--no--I  make   it  a  rule  never  to  look 
into  a  newspaper. 

--Richard   Brimsley  bheridan   1751-1-1' 


GUIDANCE 
COUNSELING 


Most  public  high  schools,  arni  rertain  pri- 
vate schools,  offer  guidance  counseling.  Juet 
because  belwyn  House  does  not  offer  the  serv- 
ices of  a  professional  guidance  counselor, 
must  the  existence  of  some  personal  problem 
which  might  be  mitigated  through  counseling 
be  automatically  denied  to  our  students?   No, 
every  normal  student  has  some  problems  during 
his  high  school  years,  whether  these  problems* 
originate  from  his  school  or  his  home.   Cer- 
tain limitations,  of  course,  hinder  our  school 
from  hiring  such  a  person,  the  most  glaring 
of  these  being  money,  but  the  school  has  de- 
vised an  alternative  to  guidance  counseling. 

The  administration- has  attempted  to  pro-* 
vide  a  substitute  for  this  service  by  appoint- 
ing teachers  as  "grade  advisors"  in  Grades 
Nine  and  Ten.   Although  the  idea  seems  accept- 
able, the  execution  has  not  been  very  succes- 
ful.   The  reasons  that  stem  from  the  reluc- 
tance of  a  student  with  a  serious  problem  to 
approach  an  advisor  and  seek  advise  are  as 
followBi   first,  the  advisor  is  not  access- 
ible because  he  must  teach  classes,   iitudents 
must  approach  him  during  his  all  too  infre- 
quent free  periodsi  second,  the  advisor  may 
not  be  able  to  deal  with  the  more  weighty 
problems  of  a  student  if  he  has  not  had  the 
proper  tralningi  third,  and  most  importantly, 
the  advisor  might  not  be  sympathetic  towards 
the  problems  of  a  student  (especially  if  they 

(continued  on  paf.v   7) 
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Newspapers  always  excite  curiosity.   No  one  ever  lays  one  down 
without  a  feeling  of  disappointment. 

—  Charles  Lamb  [17'!^-'.^;'- 
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HISTORY  :   CAN  THE  WORLD  AFFORD  IT?? 

History  students  art  habitu.^lly  confused.  Alnozt  any  pupil  will 
tell  you  that  history,  particularly  the  in-depth  political  courser, 
is  very  puzzlirv;.  A  recent  example  of  this  is  the  rapid  crasp  of 
meaning  of  a  book  entitled  Nationalism  by  grade  eleven  students,  1 

spoke  with  one  boy  from  that  clam 

M.Di  Did  you  understand  the  firpt  chapter  of  National  is*? 

Jim  S.  •  No.  '' 

The  shocking  results  of  this  interview  prove  beyond  doubt  that 
history  is  confusing.  The  Question  is,  where  did  this  pillar  of 
misunderstanding  begin?  The  answer  is  simple  1  grade  two. 

History  courses  in  S.H.S.  begin  in  the  second  grade.  This  is 
when  just  enough  confusion  sets  in  to  ruin  a  boy's  schooling  and 
indeed,  his  life.  But  what  of  the  boys  in  grade  one-  those  who  have 
not  yet  suffered**  The  answers  to  our  many  political  questions  lie 
with  these  boys. 

It  is  a  well  known  fact  that  younger  people,  such  as  these  boys, 
when  faced  with  a  problem,  will  make  use  of  the  simplest  solution. 
This,  in  addition  to  their  innocence,  proves  that  we  must  turn  to  then 
for  answers. 

I  spoke  with  three  gentlemen  from  grade  one.  asking  them  four 
questions  concerning  today's  news  stories-  today's  problems,  which 
we,  as  cltitenr  of  the  world,  murt  face. 
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Computer  Fever 


During  the  past  year  the  school  has  been 
struck  by  a  terminal  illness.  It  has  hit  many 
students,  and  when  it  does  they  have  no  hope 
of  ever  again  leading  normal  lives.  The 
disease  was  transmitted  by  Mr.  Moffat,  the 
Physics  teacher,  and  quickly  took  hold  of  a 
portion  of  the  senior  school.  The  computer 
was  purchased  for  the  exclusive  use  of  the 
students  and  throughout  the  past  year  they 
have  produced  some  extremely  good  material. 
The  programs  were  in  two  languages  and 
ranged  from  ingenious  games  to  extensive 
mathematical  applications.  The  computer 
itself  is  an  excellent  system  comprising:  three 
terminals,  one  printer,  two  disc  drives  and 
one  Central  Processing  Unit.  In  the  future  the 
computer  will  be  used  as  a  very  useful 
educational  tool  by  the  teachers,  but  in  the 
meantime  the  students  are  teaching  them- 
selves, and  having  a  great  time  doing  it. 

Ian  Aitken  lOA 
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THE  HUNT 

The  boat  set  sail 

Through  the  rain  and  hail. 

The  pups  swim  round 

While  the  solid  ground  moves  underneath. 

The  sailors  watch 

For  that  mighty  catch 

With  gaffs  and 

Clubs  in  hand. 

Again  and  again  this  happens  yearly 
The  hunt  for  pups  that  we  like  dearly 
So  they  decide  to  form 
A  group  to  reform 

It  was  called  the  Greenpeace  Foundation. 
So  in  each  nation 
This  so-called  group 
Decided  to  snoop 

And  found  out  about  this  merciless  torture, 
And  in  dismay 
They  strive  to  this  day 
To  begin 
The  ending 
Of  the  saddening 
thing. 

Nicholas  Von  Moltke  8A 


THE  SEAL  HUNT 

It  was  a  bright  sunny  day 
As  the  sealors  went  on  their  way. 
The  clubs  and  gaffs  hung 
Until  the  lookout  sung 
"Pups  to  the  North". 

The  slaughter  began 

The  seals'  mothers  ran 

There  were  dead  pups  here  and  there, 

And  bright  red  blood  everywhere. 

The  bad  weather  seemed  endless. 
The  hunt  seemed  senseless; 
But  the  men  kept  on  killing  and 
Killing  and  killing. 
Why? 

Geoffrey  Wagg  8A 
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was  time  for  the  seal  hunt  once  a 
iiiving  the  seals  a  feel  of  pain 


reezing  and  dangerous  \ys 
jiot^^D  the  Endless  Slatf^Mer 

The  Iwmane  pao testers  used  their  powe^jy 
Bflf'SMId  not  stop  those  greedy  sealers    ^ 

-The  sealers  used  their  heavy  wooden  clubs 
To  knock  out  and  kill  those  helpless,  paps 

They  coni^^with  their  creeping  boats 
To  kill  the  pups  to  make  some  coats 

As  the  sealers  hit  the  ice      * 

They  start  to  slaughter  likeihooting  sice 

Then  the  sealers  leave  in  a  Ireedy  way 
Knowing  they  will  get  a  w^thy  pay. 

Robert  Bernier  8A 


What  do  you  mean  you  threw  it  out  the  window? 


Life  isn't  easy  being  a  "10" 


Now  when  the  beans  begin  to  take  effect 


Who  you  think  1  am,  boy,  I.B.M.  machine? 


If  you  don't  like  it,  do  it  yourself. 


The  teacher  always  reflects  the  intelligence  of  his  class. 
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The  Importance  of  Being  Earnest 


On  the  evening  of  April  22nd,  a  group  of  Grade  1 1 
students  performed  an  adaptation  of  Oscar  Wilde's 
"The  Importance  of  Being  Earnest."  The  production, 
undertaken  solely  by  the  students  themselves  and 
entirely  on  their  own  initiative,  had  been  under 
preparation  for  several  months,  and  despite  an  ex- 
tremely busy  academic  and  athletic  schedule,  the  piece 
was  exhaustively  rehearsed  in  anticipation  of  a  per- 
formance that  would  help  to  raise  funds  for  the 
Graduation  Dance.  To  the  great  satisfaction  of  all 
involved,  this  objective  was  admirably  achieved. 

The  production  was  initially  conceived  by  Clive 
Spiegel,  who  himself  portrayed  Lady  Bracknell,  Wilde's 
paradoxically  outrageous  traditionalist.  The  cast  also 
consisted  of  seven  other  senior  students:  Michael 
Dungan  as  Algernon  Moncrieff;  Ali  Argun  as  John 
Worthing,  J. P.;  Glenn  Fong  as  Hon.  Gwendolyn 
Fairfax;  Stephen  Kohner  as  Miss  Cecily  Cardew;  David 
Daly  as  Miss  Prism,  the  Governess;  Chris  Creighton  as 


Lane,  manservant;  and  Lawrence  Hsu  as  Merriman, 
the  butler.  To  this  cast,  as  almost  an  after  thought,  was 
added  Duncan  Baird  in  the  capacity  of  Director. 
Serious  rehearsals  began  in  mid-March  in  two  local 
churches  and  several  homes;  as  the  production  date 
approached,  props  and  costumes  were  gathered  from 
the  Theatre  du  Nouveau  Monde  and  the  Phoenix 
Theatre,  as  well  as  from  various  private  donors. 
Despite  a  lack  of  rehearsal  time  on  the  School  stage, 
the  evening's  performance  was  executed  smoothly  and 
with  confidence. 

When  asked  about  the  production,  the  Director, 
Duncan  Baird,  was  most  appreciative  of  the 
cooperation  and  total  support  he  received  from  the  cast 
and  other  members  of  Grade  11.  It  was  their  en- 
thusiasm and  hard  work  that  made  this  such  a  suc- 
cessful first-time  venture. 
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Photography  Contest 


BW  1st  Alec  Brown 


BW  3rd  Glenn  Fong 


This  year,  the  yearbook  section  of  the  yearboolc  and  the  photography  club  decided  to  expand  the  annual 
photography  contest  from  the  traditional  sports-only  subject  matter  to  all  areas  of  interest.  The  theme  of  this  year's 
contest  was  "The  Life  of  Selwyn  House".  Anything  that  in  some  way  depicted  the  spirit  of  the  school  was  con- 
sidered eligible. 

Despite  the  expansion  of  the  contest  to  colour  entries  as  well  as  black-and-white,  the  vast  majority  of  the  70 
entries  were  in  black  and  white.  The  number  of  entries,  however,  did  set  a  school  record,  particularly  amongst  the 
Junior  Photography  Club  members.  Yearbook  Photography  looks  forward  anxiously  to  this  up-and-coming  talent 
bank  to  replenish  our  archives,  and  we  hope  that  next  year's  competition  will  be  just  as  exciting  as  this  year's.  Black 
and  white:  first  -  Alec  Brown  7A,  second  -  Shaun  Maxwell  8B,  third  -  Glenn  Fong  IIB  and  Alec  Brown  7A.  Colour: 
first  -  Peter  Yamamoto  1 1  A. 

Andrew  Smith 


BW  2nd  Shaun  Maxwell 


BW  3rd  Alec  Brown 


Color:  1st  Peter  Yamamoto 
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Conta 


Flora   MacDonald,   ex-M.P.,   chatting  with  Dr.   R.A. 
Speirs,  Headmaster  Emeritus. 


Interested  students  lining  up  in  gymnasium  to  question 
panelists. 


This  year  marked  the  third  of  the  conferences  held  at  the  school  on  international  affairs.  This  year,  approximately 
seventeen  hundred  students  attended  the  conference,  which  was  composed  of  eight  panel  discussions  in  three  halls. 
Many  prominent  figures  in  the  worlds  of  politics,  economics  and  business  gave  up  their  valuable  time  to  attend  this 
interesting  day.  Some  of  the  better-known  people  attending  were  Richard  Hatfield,  premier  of  New  Brunswick,  Flora 
MacDonald,  ex-member  of  parliament,  and  Mitchell  Sharp,  also  ex-member  of  parliament.  The  day  was  highlighted 
at  several  points,  first,  at  the  lunch,  by  a  most  interesting  speech  delivered  by  George  Ignatieff,  former  ambassador 
to  Yugoslavia.  Finally,  to  end  the  most  enjoyable  day  of  panel  discussions,  the  Mohawk  dance  group  from  the 
Caughnawaga  reservation  presented  an  interesting  collage  of  dances  and  Indian  rituals.  The  day  proved  once  again 
to  be  of  interest  to  all  who  attended. 


A  portion  of  the  group  of  seventeen-hundred  students 
who  attended,  listening  attentively  to  a  panel  discussion 
in  the  gymnasium. 


Members  of  the  Mohawk  dance  group  from  the 
Caughnawaga  reservation  entertain  the  students  at  the 
close  of  the  day. 
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The  head  table  at  lunch.   LEFT  TO  RIGHT:   D.C.   Robertson,   chairman;  Flora  MacDonald,   ex-M.P.X;  A.S. 
Troubeukoy,  Headmaster;  George  Ignatieff;  Richard  Hatfield,  P.M.  of  New  Brunswick. 
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Selwyn  House  Ball 


On  Friday  October  19  at  8:30  p.m.,  the  eighth  annual 
Selwyn  House  School  ball  took  place  at  the  Queen  Elizabeth 
Hotel.  Most  of  the  guests  arrived  between  9:15  and  9:45, 
obviously  wishing  to  make  a  spectacular  entrance. 

The  turnout  by  Grade  nines,  tens,  and  elevens  was  ad- 
mirable, as  a  good  chunk  from  each  appeared.  There  were 
many  teachers  present  as  well.  The  parents  were  not  as 
numerous  as  hoped  for,  but  those  who  did  come  had  a  good 
time. 

A  live  band  supplied  a  slower  paced  music  for  the  adults, 
with  many  of  the  younger  generation  having  a  great  time 
dancing  to  a  different  kind  of  beat.  T.J.'s  Mobile  Disco 
provided  the  music  for  those  wanting  to  'get  down'. 

Events  which  stood  out  during  the  evening  included  a 
Bunny  Hop  which  drew  almost  everyone  in  the  room.  When 
the  band  upped  the  tempo,  however,  many  of  the  bunnies 
ended  up  hopping  away. 

A  bar  supplied  refreshments  for  the  adults  as  well  as  the 
youngsters,  with  a  nice  bartender  supplying  everyone  with  a 
plate  along  with  their  change. 

All  in  all,  we  had  a  ball,  which  provided  ample  opportunity 
for  interaction  between  the  two  generations.  And  we  all  look 
forward  to  the  ninth  annual. 

Ali  Argun 
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Laura  Wingfield  (Nancy  Carragher)  in  deep  discussion 
with  her  mother,  Amanda  (Margaret  Groome). 


Laura   (Nancy   Carragher)    playing   with    her   beloved 
glass  menagerie. 


The  Glass  Menagerie 

On  Friday,  November  30,  a  company  from  Mon- 
treal's Phoenix  Theatre  brought  to  Selwyn  House 
Tennessee  Williams'  play  THE  GLASS  MENAGERIE. 
This  play  is  studied  in  detail  at  the  grade  ten  level  in 
the  School,  but  it  was  attended  by  all  boys  from  grade 
eight  to  grade  eleven.  The  subject  matter,  a  genteel 
southern  family's  attempt  to  escape  from  reality,  and 
the  cast's  portrayal  of  the  family  members  held  the 
audience  spellbound  throughout  the  two-hour 
production.  The  intensity  of  the  acting  established  a 
close  communication  between  the  players  and  the 
audience,  and  the  production  demonstrated  the 
dramatic  possibilities  that  exist  with  even  the  simplest 
of  stage  sets  and  lighting. 


g 
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Amanda  (Margaret  Groome)  telling  the  gentleman 
caller,  Jim  O'Connor  (Phil  Knowlen)  about  her  Hfe  in 
the  Blue  Mountain. 


Laura  (Nancy  Carragher)  pleading  with  Jim  O'Connor, 
(Phil  Knowlen). 
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Visiting  Bands 


The  past  year  has  been  complemented  by  many  visiting  bands,  including  the  Canadian  Armed 
Forces  Band,  the  Orpheous  Bacchus  group,  the  Jazz  and  Concert  Bands  from  Upper  Canada 
College,  and  the  Montreal  Symphony  Orchestra  Quartet.  All  in  all  it  was  a  very  musical  year. 
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Grade 

Eleven 

French 

Plays 


This  year,  the  grade  eleven  French 
course  was  divided  into  three  groups, 
each  led  by  a  different  teacher.  M. 
DeGuire's  group  was  concerned  with 
cultural  aspects  of  French-Canadian 
society.  In  order  to  give  the  boys  a  taste 
of  daily  French  life,  M.  DeGuire 
arranged  for  each  of  his  three  classes  to 
write  and  perform  a  play,  based  on  the 
knowledge  they  acquired  in  his  class. 
Everyone  involved  had  great  fun  writing 
and  acting  out  his  respective  scripts. 
Here's  wishing  next  year's  class  equal 
success. 
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The  Leadership  Weekend 

In  the  early  weeks  of  September,  the  graduating  class  of 
1980  travelled  to  Ayer's  Cliff  for  a  leadership  weekend.  They 
left  on  Friday  afternoon  in  three  buses  (Sardines)  loaded  with 
the  thirty  four  eager  students  with  their  luggage.  The  food 
was  not  trusted  with  the  students,  so  Mr.  Varey  took  it  up 
separately. 

On  the  Saturday,  the  students  formed  groups  and  discussed 
relevant  issues  that  could  pop  up  in  every  day  life  at  Selwyn. 
Topics  were  from  theft  and  vandalism  to  understanding  the 
juniors  (?),  -all  the  good  things  in  life. 

Since  there  was  plenty  of  food,  they  totally  pigged  out  on 
whatever  they  could  find.  On  Saturday  night,  Mr.  Wearing 
did  his  thing  with  stag  movies  (if  you  know  what  I  mean),  and 
different  houses  displayed  their  extraordinary  talent  ranging 
from  joke  telling  to  singing  to  television  commercials  (oaties). 

The  nights  were  the  best.  Pool  highlighted  the  evenings  and 
every  free  moment.  Some  found  themselves  reserving  the  pool 
table  for  3:30  a.m.  Sunday  morning.  Some  found  the  waters 
of  Lake  Massawippi  inviting  so  the  brave  ones  went  swim- 
ming. The  ones  who  took  canoes  and  row  boats  had  a  few 
moments  of  peace  before  they  were  tipped. 

The  students   learned  a  great  deal   from   the  weekend   in 
terms  of  leadership  and  it   brought   the  grade  much  closer 
together.  It  was  a  fantastic  way  to  start  off  the  year. 
(Private  jokes  by  Stephen  Kohner). 
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Activities  Night 


^^A_^F^^^ 

1* 

"1^" 

"^ 

W^ 

01 

yi 

mg^ 

jijfl 

mmMi 

wt^ 

k'^^HJil 

mf*M[  ^ 

I'^B^kAT  4|B 

^>^     *  aJP 

4  -^^i^fi 

>^  ^Mlk. 

95 


This  year's  Old  Boys'  dinner  was  a  great  success. 
Many  former  students  of  the  school  attended  and  they 
were  joined  by  this  year's  graduating  class.  Nick  Auf 
Der  Maur,  the  guest  speaker,  presented  an  interesting 
discussion.  Most  of  those  who  attended  agreed  that  it 
was  a  most  enjoyable  evening  for  all. 


Old  Boys' 
Dinner 
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THE  GOLD  WATCH 


By:  Glenn  U.  Fong 


"the  direction  of  one's  life  does  not 
wait  on  maturity  or  wisdom,  but  is 
settled  in  the  most  offhand  manner 
by  emotion,  appetite,  and  caprice." 
-JohnGlasco 


The  pink,  tluffy  clouds  passed  below  Diane  under  the  orange  glow  of  the 
evening  sun.  Just  above  the  clouds  and  below  the  sun  was  a  band  which  she 
could  just  barely  discern;  it  looked  as  if  it  might  have  been  the  horizon.  But, 
the  sun's  rays  blinded  her;  she  quickly  turned  her  head  away  from  the  airplane 
window. 

"Is  there  anything  wrong,  Mrs.  Hobson?"  the  stewardess  asked. 
"Oh!  No,  no!"  Diane  exclaimed,  "I'm  really  quite  all  right  as  I  am,  thank 
you.  Thank  you  so  very  much."  She  finished  sarcastically. 

"Ah  ...  All  right,  then,"  the  stewardess  replied  politely,  "but  if  there  is 
anything  at  all  that  you  need,  just  call  me  and  I'll  do  my  best  to  help  you." 
Diane  gave  her  a  big  smile.  "Stupid  stewardess!"  Diane  whispered  to  her- 
self. She  suddenly  felt  revolted  by  all  the  stewardesses  in  the  world:  they  were 
all  lazy  and  overpaid  to  start  with;  they  were  all  practically  illiterate  and  almost 
useless  when  it  came  to  the  fine  subleties  of  tact  with  passengers;  and  to  top  it 
all  off,  they  all  reeked  of  Chanel  No.  5  perfume  and  their  ugly  faces  were 
disgustingly  overpainted  with  ...  Oh!  Just  what  in  the  world  was  wrong  with 
herself!  What  was  she  doing  to  herself?  She  was  just  going  crazy! 

It  then  suddenly  occurred  to  her  that  maybe  she  was  feeling  this  way  because 
she  felt  embarrassed  at  having  spoken  as  violently  as  she  had  done  in  front  of 
the  Board  of  Directors  of  a  major  publishing  company. 
"Ha!  Well!  I  certainly  did  not  do  a  bad  job  there!  O.K.,  I  have  to  admit,  I  might  have  been  a  little  too  emotional 
there,"  she  thought  to  herself,  "but  you  have  to  admit,  it  was  effective." 

She  was  trying  to  convince  them  of  the  dire  need  for  Canadian  literary  works  to  be  promoted  in  Canada.  For  more 
than  five  years  now,  she  had  been  working  to  make  more  and  more  businessmen  aware  of  the  talent  in  their  own  country 
which  was  "worth  taking  a  look  at".  She  could  feel  that  most  of  the  larger  companies  were  more  interested  in  the  money- 
making  aspect  of  the  whole  proposal  more  than  anything  else.  At  the  back  of  everyone's  mind  was  the  indisputable  fact 
which  proved  itself  again  and  again:  the  Canadian  market  is  best  exploited  by  Canadian  writers  themselves.  At  this  point 
in  her  successful  career,  she  did  not  care  any  longer  why  or  to  what  end  publishers  accepted  the  printing  of  Canadian 
works,  just  as  long  as  they  did.  Was  she  wrong?  How  different  her  outlook  had  been  ten  years  ago! 

She  removed  from  her  purse  a  gold  watch  her  boss  had  given  her  for  Christmas.  The  inscription  read:  "TO  DIANE 
HOBSON  -  FOR  TEN  YEARS  OF  EXCEPTIONAL  SERVICE."  She  was  happy,  but  only  for  a  tleeting  instant.  Just 
two  months  ago,  she  had  finally  divorced  her  husband.  And,  just  now,  she  was  reminded  of  the  whole  ordeal  by  his 
name.  At  one  time,  she  had  been  proud  to  have  that  name,  but  that  was  long  ago.  Looking  around  her,  she  suddenly  felt 
lonely. 

There  was  nothing  but  plush,  purple  velvet-covered  seats  which  were  completely  empty.  She  was  used  to  travelling 
alone,  or  at  least,  she  liked  to  think  she  was.  Her  employers  had  decided  for  themselves  that  she  was  just  too  important  to 
be  allowed  to  travel  with  the  general  public.  At  first,  many  years  ago,  she  had  been  flattered  and  rather  enjoyed  being 
treated  specially.  But  now,  for  some  reason,  she  could  not  stand  it  any  longer. 

She  could  still  hear  Eric  shouting  at  her.  The  more  she  thought  about  him,  the  guiltier  she  felt.  He  always  screamed: 
"You're  married  to  your  job!  Not  to  IVIE!"  It  seemed  she  did  neglect  that  fact.  During  all  those  years  while  she  was 
away,  he  had  to  act  as  father,  cook,  housekeeper,  and  mother  to  the  three  children.  Sure,  they  hired  a  maid.  But,  now 
that  she  thought  about  it,  it  was  exactly  at  that  point  in  their  marriage  when  they  were  farther  away  from  each  other  than 
ever  before.  She  sighed  deeply  and  looked  out  the  window  once  again. 

The  clouds  were  still  there,  but  somehow  they  seemed  much  more  separate  from  her  than  before.  It  seemed  as  if  she 
were  looking  into  a  picture  in  some  magazine.  The  sun  was  partially  covered  by  the  clouds  which  were  continually 
overwhelming  it. 
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"Damm!"  she  shouted  to  herself.  How  could  I  have  let  him  go!  Fifteen  years  ago,  they  had  been  very,  very  close.  At 
that  time,  they  were  obscure  writers,  barely  subsisting  on  meager  incomes.  Through  a  friend,  they  were  introduced  to  a 
publisher  who  was  interested  in  Canadian  works.  It  seemed  that  this  keen  entrepreneur  had  the  novel  idea  of  making 
millions  of  dollars  in  the  local  market  be  seUing  native  literary  works.  Eric  was  hesitant;  he  was  not  impresed  by  this  man 
or  his  ulterior  motives  and  devices.  But,  she  was  worried!  It  was  only  a  few  months  before  she  would  give  birth  to  their 
first    child,    and    she    did    not    even    know    if    they    were    going    to    be    able    to    give    the    baby    enough 

food  to  eat. 

She  had  forced  herself  to  present  one  of  her  own  works 
to  the  publisher  and,  after  a  few  months  of  extensive 
publicity,  her  book  had  become  much  more  popular  than 
they  had  ever  hoped  it  would  be.  Eric  had  been  extremely 
angry  with  her  in  the  beginning,  but  later  on,  when  he 
had  seen  just  how  much  she  had  been  making,  he  had 
slowly  become  much  quieter.  Diane  had  been  relieved. 
He  spent  most  of  his  time  after  that  in  the  taverns.  By 
Christmas  of  that  year,  her  book,  THE  WOMAN'S 
SOUL  had  become  a  bestseller,  and  she  was  interviewed 
all  over  the  country,  both  on  the  radio  and  on  television. 
She  had  even  appeared  in  one  of  the  issues  of 
MACLEAN'S  magazine.  She  had  been  tremendously 
impressed.  From  that  time  on,  it  had  been  clear  that  she 
would  be  spending  the  rest  of  her  life  writing  books  and 
travelling  all  over  the  place  to  talk  about  them. 

Somehow,  this  fact  had  escaped  her  when  she  had  still 
continued  to  think  that  her  marriage  with  Eric  had  been 
as  good  as  it  had  had  ever  been.  Eric,  as  it  turned  out, 
had  never  been  happy  with  such  as  arrangement.  She  had 

always  almost  taken  it  for  granted  that  when  she  was  happy,  Eric  was  happy,  and  that  there  was  nothing  more  left  to  be 

said. 

Now,  she  was  trying  to  find  out  exactly  what  had  originally  led  her  to  where  she  was  now,  but  did  not  succeed.  It  was 

actually  quite  useless;  her  efforts  were  blinded  by  the  fact  that  it  was  really  too  late  for  her  to  be  able  to  change  very 

much. 

"The  plane  will  land  in  Montreal  in  fifteen  minutes,  Mrs.  Hobson,"  she  heard  the  stewardess  announce,  "I  hope  you 

have  enjoyed  your  trip.  Thank  you  for  flying  Air  Canada,  and  Merry  Christmas." 
Diane  was  supposed  to  be  attending  a  convention  in  the  city  in  a  few  days,  but  she  hardly  felt  she  would  be  able  to  take 

very  much  more.  She  did  not  care  about  the  convention  or  the  crazy,  senseless  ideas  her  employers  had,  or  anything  else. 

Her  own  children  at  that  moment  were  spending  Christmas  all  by  themselves.  That  was,  of  course,  if  her  ex-husband  did 

not  even  visit  his  own  children.  She  was  quite  sure  he  was  not  there.  What  was  to  become  of  her?  What  was  wrong  with 

her?  Right  in  the  very  climax  of  her  career  this  just  HAD  to  happen!  Her  life  had  been  one  of  utter  confusion  and  she  was 

powerless  to  overcome  it. 


The  pilot,  the  navigator  and  the  stewardess  came  out  with  some  photographers  who  had  just  found  their  way  into  the 
plane  to  meet  this  famous  Canadian  writer  whom  they  had  heard  so  much  about.  They  found  her  in  the  middle  of  all 
those  posh  purple  seats,  crying,  with  her  face  buried  in  her  lap.  The  stewardess  found  the  remains  of  a  gold  watch  which 
had  been  thrown  so  hard  against  the  wall  it  had  almost  gone  right  through.  The  photographers  were  frantically  clicking 
their  cameras  . . . 


1st  Place    Grade  11    Meighen  essay 
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'JE  ME  SOUVIENS" 
WHAT? 


BY 

THOR  VALDMANIS 


Of  all  the  historical  mottos  in  Canada,  there  is  one  which  is  tremendously 
important  to  the  future  of  this  nation.  It  will  determine  whether  the  nation 
breaks  up  into  pieces  or  stays  as  a  solid  country. 

All  this  depends  on  one  factor,  how  people  interpret  an  idea.  It  is  so 
popular  an  idea  that  it  is  on  the  license  plate  of  every  vehicle  in  the 
province  of  Quebec.  But  even  though  it  is  so  well  established  in  Quebec, 
many  people  still  misinterpret  it,  a  fact  which  is  a  major  tragedy  in 
Canadian  history. 


Quebec's  motto  is: 


'Je  me  souviens 
Que  ne  sous  le  lys 
Je  crois  sous  la  rose. 


This  translates  into  English  like  this: 
"I  remember 
that  born  under  the  lily 
I  prospered  under  the  rose." 

The  last  two  lines  are  frequently  omitted,  and  the  motto  is  inscribed  on 
the  Quebec  coat  of  arms  is  abbreviated  to  "Je  me  souviens." 

Some  people  believe  that  "Je  me  souviens"  means  that  Quebecers  should  remember  the  loss  the  French  took  at 
the  Plains  of  Abraham.  Some  feel  they  must  remember  the  racial  insults,  such  as  "speak  white",  that  may  have 
been  imposed  on  them  in  adolescent  conflicts.  For  others,  it  recalls  the  shame  and  common  ordeal  of  a  group  of 
underdogs.  To  others  still,  it  is  of  no  importance  -  even  in  Quebec,  there  are  front  end  license  plates  that  read: 

"Je  me  souviens 
ELVIS." 

The  full  text  of  the  motto  is  rather  hard  to  misunderstand,  and  perhaps  more  care  should  be  taken  to  ensure  that 
it  is  quoted  in  full. 

In  the  Middle  Ages,  King  Charlemagne  was  fond  of  stating  "II  me  souvient",  to  impress  upon  his  friends  and 
foes  alike  that  what  was  happening  would  be  recalled  by  him. 

According  to  the  official  Quebec  government  pamphlet 
on  "The  Quebec  National  Assembly": 

...  all  nations  like  to  set  down  the  glorious  and  tragic 
moments  of  their  history  in  stone,  keeping  the  valorous 
deeds  and  great  figures  of  their  history  alive.  The 
National  Assembly  Building  in  Quebec  City,  built  bet- 
ween 1877  and  1886  is  faithful  to  tradition  in  this  respect. 
It  is  here  that  the  motto,  "Je  me  souviens  ...  ",  which  we 
owe  to  Eugene  Tache,  was  inscribed  for  the  first  time. 

The  architect  of  the  National  Assembly  Building  in 
Quebec  City  was  a  Mr.  Eugene  Etienne  Tache,  who  also 
served  as  Deputy  Minister  of  Lands  and  Forests  in  the 
Quebec  Government.  The  granddaughter  of  Mr.  Tache, 
Mrs.  H.  Paquet,  is  alive  today,  living  in  St.  Lambert.  She 
explained  to  me  that  the  motto  of  Quebec  really  means 
that  Canada  was  founded  by  France  and  then  the  English 
took  over,  and  both  the  French  and  English  flourished 
under  English  rule. 
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The  Province  of  Quebec  officially  adopted  "Je  me 
souviens"  as  the  Provincial  motto  on  the  ninth  of 
February  1883,  and  Mr.  Tache  had  the  motto  carved  into 
the  Legislative  Building.  On  the  ninth  of  December, 
1939,  it  was  again  officially  confirmed  as  the  motto  of 
Quebec.  It  was  subsequently  registered  in  Ottawa  on 
November  12,  1965. 

As  one  knows,  nothing  is  good  or  bad  but  thinking 
makes  it  so.  Mr.  Tache,  in  1883,  and  Quebec  right  up  to 
1965,  believed  openly  that  Canada  was  good  for  Quebec. 
But  now,  many  Quebecois  are  becoming  negative,  and 
think  that  "Je  me  souviens"  means  to  remember  the 
hardships  the  French  had  and  still  have  under  English 
rule.  Francophones  have  been  blaming  their  social  and 
financial  problems  on  the  English.  But  many  more  Francophones,  such  as  Mrs.  Paquet,  who  gave  me  much  of  my  in- 
formation, are  grateful  for  what  the  French  and  English  Canadians  have  done  for  one  another. 

During  the  Second  World  War,  Canada  was  summoned  to  the  aid  of  Great  Britain  and  the  rest  of  the  Free  World. 
Many  Francophones  believed  that  it  was  not  their  war.  It  was  an  Anglophone  war,  because  Canada  was  going  to  help 
Great  Britain.  But  many  French  Canadians  did  not  see  it  that  way.  The  22nd  Regiment,  the  Van  Doos,  during  the  Second 
World  War,  was  basically  made  up  of  French-Canadians,  fighting  under  the  Quebec  motto  on  their  coat  of  arms.  They 
were  one  of  the  most  effective  units  in  the  Canadian  Corps  during  the  Second  World  War,  accumulating  no  fewer  than 
two  Victoria  Crosses,  six  Distinguished  Service  Orders,  and  ten  Distinguished  Service  Medals,  not  to  mention  many 
casualties.  The  proud  military  tradition  with  which  this  group  was  associated  contributed  to  the  festive  and  loyal  mood  in 
Quebec.  The  men  who  did  not  fight  forgot  Mr.  Tache's  poem.  They  forgot  our  national  anthem,  "Oh  Canada,  we  stand 
on  guard  for  thee  ..."  Instead  of  looking  back  at  history  and  taking  pride  at  otir  accomplishments,  they  look  and  see  that 
not  everything  is  perfect  and  make  a  "big  deal"  out  of  it.  Some  preach  separation,  others  flee  from  Quebec,  and  others 
still  adopt  a  philosophy  of  "I  don't  care". 

In  1958,  "The  Quebec  Awakening"  occurred.  Politicians  started  to  point  out  to  Francophones  that  they  were  being 
mistreated.  Until  then,  Canada,  made  up  of  both  French  and  English  people,  was  one  of  the  world's  most  prosperous 
nations.  But  this  was  when  Canada  was  sticking  together.  As  the  French  and  Enghsh  Canadians  began  to  fight,  Canada's 
economy  went  downhill.  Investors  are  wondering,  "Is  Quebec  going  to  separate  or  not?" 

As  well  as  hurting  the  economy,  this  break  between  Anglophones  and  Francophones  is  hurting  people.  The  idealists, 
who  have  run  and  ruined  Quebec  for  decades,  are  ruining  the  lives  of  many  families.  Families  who  have  had  their  roots 
planted  in  Quebec  soil  for  generations  are  forced  to  leave,  either  because  the  breadwinner's  company  is  moving  from 
Quebec  or  because  of  laws  that  prohibit  people  from  making  free  choices  on  various  issues.  Why  can't  we  live  and  thrive 
proudly  together  in  the  spirit  of  the  full  motto  of  Quebec?  Must  we  be  led  by  people  who  think  that  something  is  so  bad 
as  to  justify  ruining  what  we  did  and  can  have? 

This  beautiful  country,  where  French  and  English  and  other  cultures  have  thrived  and  prospered  together,  faces  a 
grave  challenge.  Can  we  keep  this  beautiful  province  of  Quebec  together  with  the  rest  of  Canada?  Like  Mr.  Tache,  and 
his  granddaughter,  Mrs.  H.  Paquet,  we  must  keep  alive  the  belief  that  it  has  been,  is,  and  always  can  be  that: 

born  under  the  lily 

I  prosper  under  the  rose. 


1st  Place     Grade  10    Meighen  Essay 
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The  Mountain 

The  dark  red  mountains  now  seemed  to  spread  out  before  him,  surrounding  him  on  all  sides  with  only  one  path  to 
follow,  the  path  to  the  summit,  and  to  victory.  Behind  him  lay  long  years  of  endless  preparations,  in  which  he  had  built 
his  power  and  stamina  until  he  was  finally  ready  to  make  his  move.  It  now  seemed  that  all  his  preparations  had  been 
unnecessary,  because  as  his  skis  slid  over  the  mountain  there  seemed  to  be  no  resistance,  even  though  he  knew  that  the 
power  of  the  mountain  could  easily  destroy  his  attempt  and  send  him  plummeting  back,  back  down.  The  summit  was 
drawing  very  near  now  and  he  could  see  it  very  clearly,  despite  the  fog  that  had  blanketed  the  region  for  the  past  little 
while. 

Territory  after  territory,  country  after  country,  he  had  had  to  travel  to  arrive  at  his  destination.  Now  that  he  had 
reached  the  summit,  and  it  was  all  over:  he  wondered  if  he  had  really  accomplished  anything.  To  answer  this  question, 
Leni  took  a  long  look  at  the  area  around  him,  at  the  blazing  summits  and  the  dark,  black-rock  cliffs,  and  for  some 
strange  reason  he  felt  that  he  was  now  the  ruler,  and  that  under  him  lay  a  mass  of  equally  important  smaller  areas  that 
seemed  to  shrink  under  his  very  gaze.  He  had  started  off  the  climb  as  a  quest  for  knowledge  and  self-fulfilment,  but  now 
that  he  had  attained  both  he  forgot  his  original  intentions  and  just  lay  back  and  enjoyed  his  assumed  position  of 
authority.  When  he  awoke  and  looked  at  the  horizon,  he  was  scared,  because  the  clouds  were  an  eerie  red,  the  snow  a 
pale  white,  and  the  sea  a  deep  blue.  These  were  sure  signs  of  a  storm.  He  had  stayed  too  long,  taken  too  many  chances. 
Now  he  was  going  to  pay  for  it.  Quickly,  he  gathered  up  his  possessions  and  started  off  down  the  mountain. 

When  an  American  team  found  him,  he  was  frozen  to  death  with  a  red  and  gold  flag  wrapper  around  him.  The  team 
joked  among  themselves  that  the  poor  red  devil  had  never  even  gotten  around  to  planting  his  flag,  but  a  few  days  later  it 
was  obvious  that  they  too  would  never  succeed. 

Ian  Aitken  lOA 


One  More  Time  by  Garth  Bray 


The  excitement  tingled  through  his  body  every  time  he  thought  about  it.  The  Olympics.  The  very  word  created  a 
rush  of  images  and  sounds  in  his  mind,  but,  unfailingly,  the  flow  always  ended  with  the  high  speed  flash  of  himself, 
stretched  tensely  on  his  luge,  zipping  down  a  path  of  sheer  ice. 

These  moments  had  seized  him  with  increasing  frequency  as  the  Lake  Placid  games  approached.  Even  par- 
ticipating in  an  Olympiad,  let  alone  capturing  a  medal  (as  many  said  he  could)  would  be  the  realization  of  a  lifelong 
dream.  Yet,  now  it  was  much  more  than  a  dream.  It  was  a  passion.  How  could  it  fail  to  be,  after  all  the  energy  he 
had  channelled  towards  it,  and  the  sacrifices  he  had  made  for  it?  Endless  hours  of  exhausting  and  deadly 
monotonous  drills.  Day  in  and  day  out,  he  lived  and  breathed  his  event.  The  only  saving  aspects  were  the  com- 
petitions, although  rare,  where  he  could  experience  the  biting  cold,  sweeping  over  his  speeding,  straining  body.  And 
the  Olympics! 

As  he  entered  the  final  weeks  of  preparation,  his  coach  eased  up.  Less  strenuous  workouts  and  more  frequent 
competitions  whetted  his  desire  and  readiness  for  the  "big  one". 

This  was  one  of  those  competitions.  Easy  by  his  standards,  he  was  the  favorite  to  win,  and,  unsurprisingly,  he  had 
qualified  for  the  finals.  He  sat  calmly,  trying  to  ralax,  as  he  waited  for  his  turn.  When  they  called  him,  he  went 
quickly  to  the  starting  gate.  His  coach  met  him  there,  and,  as  he,  out  of  nervous  habit,  rubbed  the  boy's  shoulders, 
he  cautioned,  "Just  win  it,  kid.  Nothing  special.  This  is  the  last  race  before  the  big  one,  so  just  do  it  like  you've 
been  taught.  Just  one  more  time." 

What  ensued  became  only  a  blur  in  his  mind.  The  flash  of  white  as  he  shot  from  the  start,  down  the  ice  ramp,  the 
yells  from  all  sides,  the  sudden  knifing  pain,  the  screams,  and  the  darkness. 

Only  as  he  lay,  leg  raised  in  traction,  with  his  parents  standing  silently  in  the  background,  did  the  events  begin  to 
sink  in. 

"The  big  one,  will  I  ...  "  The  look  on  the  face  of  his  father  told  him,  before  the  words,  the  verdict.  When  they 
arrived,  they  seemed  redundant. 

"I'm  sorry.  We  know  what  this  meant  to  you". 

He  fought  back  tears.  A  phrase  echoed,  ironically,  in  the  small  hospital  room.  Just  one  more  time. 
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The  Consumer:  A  Portrait 

John  E.  was  growing  desperate.  The  guano-riddled  chocolate  bar  he  sent  back  to  the  factory  still  had  not 
produced  results,  and  he'd  sold  or  eaten  the  contents  of  the  last  "free  sample"  crate  (from  a  different  company,  of 
course).  Something  was  wrong.  His  remoulded  confectionary  with  additives  was  indistinguishable  from  the  original, 
and  he  was  sure  to  use  an  alias  he  had  not  already  used.  Maybe  he'd  been  discovered,  and  arrest  was  near.  He 
would  think  of  other  matters. 

John  went  to  his  basement  to  check  the  mould  cultures  on  the  egg-rolls  and  pizzas.  Another  two  weeks  till  the 
expiry  date,  and  they'd  be  green  with  fungus  in  one  week.  His  supply  of  free  specialty  foods  was  not  likely  to  end: 
the  local  food  processors  were  only  too  happy  to  shut  him  up.  This  pleased  him;  he  was  not  losing  his  talent.  He 
went  back  upstairs  to  get  a  mimeographed  Kentucky  Fried  Chicken  sales  receipt.  He  knew  what  kind  of  story  got  the 
best  results  there:  he  served  the  product  at  a  birthday  party,  and  the  predictable  happened.  Sometimes  the  manager 
on  duty  did  not  even  look  at  the  forged  receipt. 

He  left  his  house,  got  into  his  car,  and  drove  downtown  to  a  major  department  store.  These  were  the  best.  You 
could  try  a  stock  hard-luck  story  in  any  of  ten  departments,  and  if  just  one  paid  off,  that  made  the  trip  worthwhile. 
A  Saturday's  hard  work  could  net  him  fifty  dollars  profit.  Today  he  was  returning  an  electric  typewriter  that 
smoked,  and  a  large  fire  extinguisher  he'd  claim  had  gone  off  in  his  living  room. 

The  trick,  John  discovered,  was  to  make  them  think  you'd  be  satisfied  if  they  gave  you  a  more  expensive  model; 
then  manoeuvre  yourself  into  a  situation  in  which  they  could  not  possibly  ask  you  to  pay  the  difference.  First,  the 
typewriter:  "It  really  bothers  me  ...  in  an  establishment  of  your  reputation  ...  "  Then  the  fire  extinguisher:  "I've  got 
a  good  mind  to  sue  ...  "  He  collected  a  deluxe  model,  and  two  canisters,  respectively,  for  forty  minutes  of 
thoroughly  enjoyable  work. 

Flush  with  victory,  and  wondering  why  more  people  didn't  avail  themselves  of  the  system  as  he  did.  John  drove  to 
the  Kentucky  Fried  Chicken  outlet  nearest  him,  as  the  commercials  intoned,  with  full  expectations  of  success,  and  an 
orgiastic  feast  to  cap  an  exhilarating  day.  He  stood  at  the  counter,  his  chest  puffed  with  indignation,  which  turned 
to  gut-wrenching  fear  followed  by  intense  embarrassment,  as  he  recognized  the  manager  from  a  previous  conquest. 
He  turned  and  fled,  never  to  return,  reflecting  on  how  his  fortunes  had  changed.  He  would  go  hungry  that  night. 

Almost  heart-broken  at  the  day's  fifty-percent  failure  rate,  John  E.  returned  home.  He  parked  his  car  in  the 
driveway,  and  walked  up  the  front  steps.  As  he  opened  the  door,  the  same  bottomless  sense  of  dread  that  had 
passed  over  him  earlier  that  day  came  back.  Something  was  wrong.  The  shadows  in  the  living  room  were  changed, 
and  a  sofa  was  overturned.  That  burglar  alarm  he  traded  for  a  cash  refund  last  week  ... 
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The  Initiate 

I  walked  across  the  parking-lot  to  the  derelict  brown-stone  building  that  was  the  inner  city  camp.  Years  ago, 
before  the  name  was  changed,  one  was  meant  to  associate  the  whole  thing  with  'sunshine'.  The  sarcasm  was  too 
intense:  some  less  evocative  expression  was  needed.  He  had  once  been  there  as  a  camper,  the  summer  after  kin- 
dergarten, and  found  he  wasn't  the  only  kid  around  who  was  not  strong  enough  to  press  the  button  on  his  swit- 
chblade. He  learned  a  lot  that  summer,  when  the  councillors  all  had  to  wear  green  and  orange  uniforms.  Now,  he 
and  the  other  councillors  wore  faded  jeans,  as  if  that  were  a  uniform  too. 

Many  people  wonder  exactly  when  children  lose  th°ir  innocence.  Parents  wonder  about  it,  and  children  themselves 
wonder  about  it  -  after  they've  lost  it,  of  course.  J.  thought  he  knew.  It  was  slightly  before  he'd  spent  six  months 
allowance  on  the  switchblade,  or  it  could  have  been  slightly  after.  It  did  not  happen  all  at  once  though,  but  in 
stages.  The  first  led  to  the  others,  so  it  was  most  important.  By  now,  he  was  totally  corrupt.  He  had  tried  everything 
and  done  everything,  that  he  was  aware  of,  at  least.  He  felt  he  knew  all  there  was  to  know  in  his  world,  but  in  a 
vague  way  he  realized  he  did  not.  He  knew  more  than  the  children  who  would  soon  be  arriving  in  yellow  buses,  and 
that  was  comforting. 

He  walked  up  three  flights  of  stairs,  and  stepped  out  onto  a  large  iron  balcony.  His  hands  feh  sticky  from  the 
varnish  on  the  banister.  A  patter  of  feet  drifted  up  from  below,  becoming  louder.  Several  other  councillors  were 
there  to  meet  the  rush.  Some  campers  were  young,  hardly  more  than  babies,  but  others  were  as  old  as  nine  or  ten. 
They  all  looked  up  to  him  for  leadership  and  guidance.  He  was  proud  of  it  -  almost  like  being  a  teacher. . 

He  came  in  from  the  balcony  and  smelled  the  stench  of  marijuana.  The  building  had  poor  ventilation:  the  stench 
had  been  there  three  days.  His  campers  gathered  round  him.  The  eldest  one,  a  boy,  said,  "Gimme  a  toke".  The 
younger  ones  giggled.  Even  the  toddlers  knew  what  it  meant,  and  mimed  the  act  of  smoking.  J.  felt  stupid.  "You 
don't  toke  in  the  morning;  it  ruins  your  day."  he  said.  A  councillor,  leading  his  troop  out  to  the  parking-lot  to  play 
baseball,  removed  a  gold  cigarette  case  from  his  pocket.  Apparently,  some  people  did  not  mind. 

The  camp  did  not  have  many  facihties.  There  was  once  a  swimming  pool,  but  the  filtration  system  broke  down, 
and  attempts  to  fill  it  with  a  garden-hose  proved  futile.  As  the  day  wore  on,  the  building  grew  hot  and  stuffy. 
Everyone  was  either  in  the  parking  lot  or  on  the  roof.  Most  of  the  counsellors  were  partially  stoned.  J.  was  himself, 
and  the  campers  had  a  de  facto  afternoon.  A  group  of  boys  were  taunting  some  girls  their  age,  a  few  of  whom  were 
crying.  Further  on,  by  the  sidewalk,  a  man  in  a  long  raincoat  (it  was  sunny  and  wargi)  and  short  pants  talked  to 
some  of  the  campers.  As  the  minutes  passed,  they  lost  their  apprehension  and  moved  closer  to  him.  J.  lay  back  on  a 
mattress  and  reflected  that,  quite  soon,  his  campers  would  no  longer  need  him  as  a  counsellor. 
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REMEMBER 


when  we  first  came? 
Innocent. 
Naive. 
Scared 

How  do  you  do,  Dear? 
O.K.  Ma'am. 
Don't  be  frightened. 

Remember 

the  first  tour  of  school? 
Junior  School. 
Chem.  lab. 
Physics  lab. 

You  can  only  take  them  in  grade  8. 
Gee,  I  can't  wait! 

Remember 

the  first  day  of  school?  , 

Books. 

New  teachers. 
New  friends 

Jon,  you  look  so  handsome  in  your  school  uniform 
Aw  ... 

Hey  guys,  look  at  me! 
Haha.  Johnny  joined  the  army! 

Remember 

Middle  School 
Brian  Taylor  died. 
Who? 
Some  kid. 


Jon  Zyto 


BROKEN  SERENITY 


young  maiden, 
Riding  bare-back  upon  a  golden  stallion. 
Parts  her  long  blond  hair 
And  looks  behind  her  in  distress. 


Following  the  shoreline. 
Her  gaze  encompasses  the  gently  lolling  waves 
Breaking  onto  the  sand  and  slowly  seeping 
Back  through  the  granules  into  the  parent  mass. 

Cotton-like  clouds,  full  and  white. 
Drift  aimlessly  with  the  wind 
That  blows  landward  over  < 

The  sparkling  blue  ocean.  - 

Not  far  behind,  just  visible  in  the  morning  hi  _ , 
A  pack  of  horsemen  sends  up  a  spray 
As  the  hoofs  of  their  black  beasts 
Crash  down  upon  the  water.  .-^^ 

Banners  waving,  trumpets  blaring. 
Clothed  in  helmets  and  mail  shirts. 
They  ride  in  hard  pursuit  of  the  princess 
Heir  to  their  enemies'  throne. 

Tiring,  her  faithful  horse  slows, 
Allowing  the  tormentors  to  close  the  ga^ 
Suddenly,  an  arrow  flashes  past  , 

And  sticks  in  the  ground  ahead. 

Anxiously,  she  turns  and  hunches  forward 
Kicking  the  poor  animal  with  all  her  might. 
Her  beautiful,  long,  white  legs 
Are  now  bruised  and  irritated. 

Tightly  clutching  the  mane  before  her, 
The  heiress  peers  through  tearing  eyes 
At  a  second  band  of  men 
Thundering  in  her  direction. 

Riding  white  mares,  flying  their  colours, 
Brandishing  silver  swords  and  yelling  loudly, 
They  split  ranks  and  rush  headlong 
Into  the  oncoming  barrage. 

Pulling  up,  the  princess  looks  at 
The  scene  unfolding  behind  her: 
Men  flung  from  horses,  others  fleeing. 
Sand  reddened  with  spilt  blood. 


^^^^Mj^^^ 


The  battle  is  won. 


THE  CRUEL  SEA  Jonathan  Zyto  1  IB 

The  vicious  waves  lashed  at  the  helpless  ship,  driving  into  it  relentlessly.  Indifferent,  one  might  say,  was  how  to 
describe  the  North  Atlantic.  Dangerous  too  -  you  didn't  get  many  second  chances  here;  one  mistake  and  that  was  it. 
Merciless,  was  what  it  actually  boiled  down  to.  It  claimed  everyone,  spared  nothing,  recognized  no  nationality. 

The  sea  and  all  its  winter  fury  seemed  to  be  directed  at  one  small  freighter,  barely  making  its  way  through  the 
waves.  Up  the  swells  she  would  go,  and  once  attaining  the  crest,  the  ship  would  come  crashing  down  and  all  the  time 
corkscrewing  violently  as  if  daring  one  of  her  seamen  to  grow  careless  for  one  instant. 

"Engine  room  to  Bridge." 

"Captain  speaking." 

"Chief,  Cap'n.  The  starb'd  engine  shaft  is  overheating.  Could  you  bear  off  a  couple  a  points?" 

"No  way.  Chief.  If  I  bear  off  anymore,  we'll  never  make  port  on  time." 

"If  this  shaft  seizes  up,  we'll  never  get  there  ...  Can  you  slow  down  at  least?" 

"Hell,  no!  We're  barely  making  headway  now.  Notify  me  if  it  gets  worse." 

"Aye  Aye,  sir." 

"Out" 

The  captain  turned  around,  "Peterson,  are  there  any  weather  forecast  changes?" 

"No  sir,  none  for  twenty-four  hours." 

"Sir!  There's  a  hell  of  a  big  wave  off  the  starboard  bow  -  about  one  cable  away! 

"Steer  oh-one-oh." 

The  wave  came  closer.  Even  for  the  North  Atlantic,  it  was  an  extraordinary  big  wave  -  at  least  sixty  feet  high.  It 
started  to  curl. 

"Meet  her,  you  fool,  meet  her!" 

It  hit.  There  was  a  loud  boom;  and  immediately  the  ship  yawned  to  port  and  started  rolling.  "Hold  her!  Hold 
her!" 

"I  can't  sir!  She's  goin'." 

"Stop  starboard,  all  ahead  port!" 

Too  late.  She  was  going  over. 

"All  stop!  Chief,  get  your  lot  out  of  there!" 

He  pressed  the  "Abandon  Ship"  button.  "Let's  go." 


THE  COVEN  AT  ANGLINIUM 

"The  Coven  at  AngHnium,"  a  legend  of  mystery  and  happiness,  bewilders  all  present-day  inhabitants  of  the  old 
English  town,  once  occupied  by  the  very  spirit  of  Satan.  The  story,  whether  it  is  fact  or  fiction,  happened  a  very 
long  time  ago  on  a  February  evening. 

The  town  of  Anglinium  settled  down  for  a  nocturnal  repose,  as  all  good  Christian  citizens,  from  the  most  in- 
nocent babe  to  the  most  distinguished  Elder,  had  retired  to  their  various  dwellings.  One  man,  however,  remained 
awake,  as  he  wrote  furiously  into  a  shabby,  leather-bound  journal.  The  written  passage,  eerie  and  frightening,  read 
thus: 

I,  Thomas  Leeborn,  on  this  past  evening  of  the  thirtefirst  of  January,  sixteen  hundred  and  twelve,  the 
yere  of  our  Lord,  have  seen  at  midnight,  as  has  been  in  the  past,  three  and  ten  friendless  sorceresses, 
aged  messangers  to  Satan  assembling  and  having  chanted  several  unearthly  incantations,  and  then 
proceeded  to  return  home,  all  this  having  taken  place  at  the  revene  between  the  two  grazed  noles  neer 
the  northe  of  town.  I  shall  proceed  on  this  evening  to  pursue  and  observe  the  dark  congregation,  as 
usual.  Lord  willing. 

Meanwhile,  the  muffled  sound  of  marching  feet  echoed  through  the  stillness,  indicating  that  someone  else  was 
awake.  Mr.  Leeborn,  hearing  this,  proceeded  to  seek  out  the  source  of  the  eerie  footsteps.  He  glanced  at  the  clock 
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on  the  mantle  and  realized  that  the  coven  might  be  gathering,  as  it  neared  midnight. 

The  suspicious  Puritan  slipped  out  of  his  cottage  cautiously,  and  crept  about  the  narrow  cobblestone  streets. 
Finally,  he  spotted  a  small  collection  of  old  women  stalking  out  of  the  north  gate,  in  the  direction  of  the  ravine. 
Leeborn  discreetly  followed  the  coven,  examining  their  every  move. 

By  the  time  the  wicked  hags  reached  the  chosen  place,  the  Puritan  was  in  a  state  of  sheer  confusion.  Should  he 
rush  back  into  town  and  awake  the  Elders,  or  should  he  try  to  identify  all  thirteen  witches? 

As  he  hid  behind  a  nearby  oak  tree,  Thomas  continued  to  observe  the  strange  spectacle.  The  enchantresses  lit 
torches  and  formed  a  ring  around  a  crumbling  stone  altar.  For  the  first  time,  the  curious  man  looked  at  the  witches' 
faces  carefully.  Each  had  a  hunched  back,  long,  sharp  nails;  dishevelled,  greasy  hair;  and  a  wrinkled,  sour-looking 
face.  All  dressed  in  loose  black  robes. 

The  observer  had  expected  the  hideous  thirteen  to  commence  the  habitual  supernatural  intoning.  To  the  horror  of 
the  good  man's  soul,  he  saw  a  frightened  little  girl,  who  had  been  missing  for  some  time  in  the  village.  An  old  crone 
tossed  her  into  the  centre  of  the  ring;  another  witch  stepped  before  her  and  proceeded  to  mutter  an  occult  prayer, 
"We,  the  Anglinium  Coven,  recognize  Satan,  our  Lord  of  light  on  this  evening  of  February  first,  the  Ceremony  of 
Light.  We  offer  this  humble  sacrifice  to  thee  and  hope  thou  wilt  smile  upon  our  Black  Mass." 

Another  witch  then  crept  towards  the  child,  and  she  held  up  a  long,  sharp  blade,  which  gleamed  in  the  light  of  the 
full  moon.  Leeborn  dashed  towards  the  group  and  charged  the  armed  crone.  He  forcibly  tackled  and  subdued  her, 
but  her  wicked  cohorts  unified  to  restrain  the  intruder,  who  shouted  furiously,  "Let  me  go,  you  unearthly  creatures! 
Let  the  poor  girl  return  home,  and  repent.  Confess  to  the  town  Elders  and  beg  for  their  mercy;  pray  that  God  will 
also  be  kind  to  you.  You  may  be  forgiven,  vile  apprentices  of  Lucifer." 

"Silence,  fool!"  retorted  a  particularly  ugly  woman,  "You  shall  burn  in  our  Dark  Lord's  fire!"  screached  another 
hag. 

"I  beg  of  you  to  let  that  poor,  miserable  child  alone.  Burn  me  and  torture  me,  but  you'll  pay  for  it  in  Eternity," 
returned  the  terrified  victim. 

"Bind  him  to  the  altar.  Take  the  child  and  tie  her  to  a  tree.  We  shall  deal  with  her  eventually.  I  wish  to  waste  no 
time  in  conducting  the  sacrifice  of  this  fine  specimen!" 

This  beast  appeared  to  be  the  leader  of  the  old  hags,  for  all  her  orders  were  instantly  obeyed.  At  last,  the  Black 
Mass  commenced.  The  hideous  criminals  muttered  several  malicious  incantations  while  administering  blows  to  the 
victim  with  their  burning  torches.  Suddenly,  they  ceased  and  knelt  down.  Then,  the  coven's  principal  prayed  to 
Satan,  hoping  that  the  Devil  would  send  fire  onto  the  man. 

"Damn  you!  You'll  pay  for  your  heinous  crimes.  The  Elders  will  discover  you.  Repent!  God  help  me!  Save  me 
from  these  beasts  if  it  be  your  will,"  cried  the  petrified  man. 

"Silence  him!,  burn  him!" 

Master  Leeborn,  with  all  possible  strength,  tried  to  free  himself  from  his  bonds.  Struggling,  screaming,  and  flexing 
his  muscles,  the  Puritan  managed  to  fit  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  and  pull  out  a  wooden  crucifix,  which  he  slipped 
out  of  his  pocket.  "Free  me!"  he  shouted. 

"Silence!  Wait  for  your  death  with  honour." 

"Release  me,  you  wretches!  You  shall  burn  in  Hell's  fire.  You'll  pay!" 

The  frantic  man  tossed  his  cross  onto  the  ground.  The  witches  cringed  in  sheer  horror  -  in  sheer  disbelief. 

"A-a-a-a-holy  c-c-cross!  Master!  O,  my!  Help  us!  Give  us  strength  to  endure." 

One  by  one,  the  repulsive  witches  and  horrid  area  burned  as  their  bodies  and  their  meeting  place  became  sanctified 
by  the  holy  object.  Unfortunately,  Thomas  Leeborn  submitted  to  the  flames  of  the  witches  as  well. 

The  only  person  who  lived  to  tell  of  the  macabre  sight  was  the  unnerved  girl.  The  Angliniums  found  her  the  next 
morning,  when  they  noticed  the  fire.  She  blurted  out  a  description  of  the  horrid  scene  that  had  passed,  but  lived  to 
tell  no  more. 

From  that  day  forth,  Angliniums  have  never  had  to  worry  about  Satan  coming  near  their  town.  It  seems  he  gave 
up  around  that  area,  after  the  incident  with  the  Coven  at  Anglinium  occurred. 

Denis  Stevens 

Grade  9A 

(Written  while  in  grade  8). 
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Waterful  Visions 
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Ali  T.  Argun  1  lA 

While  the  large  mass  rests  peacefully  in  its  bed, 
A  solitary  wave  travelling  slowly  atop  the  surface 
Catches  the  sun's  rays  and  reflects  them 
Into  the  eyes  of  an  admirer. 


■^^mm^^- 


"How  beautiful!" 

Inspirational  visions  flow  through  his  mind: 

Water  drt^leis  -  pearls, 
Dripping  frcyn  drenched  locks 
Of  a  child,  round  faced  and  smiling, 
Just  come  in  from  the  rain. 


String-like  rivulets 

Formed  by  a  light  rain 

Running  down  between  roof  shingles 

And  dripping  reluctantly  to  the  ground. 

A  fast-moving  ocean  liner 
Slicing  through  the  sea; 
A  hot  knife  cutting  throuj 
Soft  vanilla  ice  cream. 

A  cascading  waterfall       'WW^Jii 
Plummeting  down  some  rnofentam 
A  white  blanket  amidst  the  dense 
Green  foliage  of  a  teeming  jungle. 

Awestruck  at  the  reflections,       ^ 

The  onlooker  realizes  the  little  glints  of  sunlight 

Contained  within  the  shining  plane 

Are  now  projections  of  the  moon.     ^  .- 

"Yes.  So  beautiful  but  so  ominous." 

Visions  of  monstrous  power  loom  before  his  eyes: 

Water  clumps  -  golfballs 
Carried  in  a  violent  cold  wind 
Repeatedly  pelting  the  trees 
With  an  inimitable  force. 


People,  heartbroken  and  rSST-bound,  watching 
Dark  brown  torrents  rush  into  streets  1^ 

Swirling  about  and  hurling  cars  , 

As  easily  as  a  man  flinging  an  ant.  % 

Gigantic  white-curled  waves 
Travelling  to  the  base  of  a  cliff 
And  smashing  with  a  resounding  roar 
Into  the  smooth-faced  rocks  below. 


•.>^ 
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Bantam  *A'  Football 

This  years'  bantam  football  team  met  and  surpassed  all  of  its  expectations.  Led  by  such  jocks  as  Gavin  Drum- 
mond,  Tommy  MacFarlane,  Sebastian  Gault,  Sean  Cote  and  David  Doyle,  the  team  pursued  the  delicate  art  of 
crunching,  munching  and  burying  the  opposing  warriors.  Many  thanks  to  coaches  Kenny  Reardon  and  Rob 
Wearing.  We  couldn't  have  killed  'em  without  you! 


Bantam  'B'  Football 

This  year,  the  bantam  'B'  football  team  seemed  to  improve  with  every 
game  played.  A  lot  of  effort  and  hard  work  was  put  into  the  games  as 
many  of  the  devoted  players  strove  forcefully  to  fulfill  an  exceptional 
season. 

The  last  match  of  the  five  game  season  was  played  against  our  rivals, 
L.C.C.  With  both  the  talent  and  hard  work  of  all  the  players,  we  put  up  a 
good  fight.  At  the  end  of  the  first  quarter,  S.H.S.  was  winning  6-0  but 
L.C.C.  came  back  to  win  14-6. 

With  the  time  and  effort  of  the  coaches  Mr.  Wearing  and  Kenny 
Reardon,  the  team  had  a  fun  and  eventful  year  while  learning  the  fun- 
damentals of  tackle  football. 
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Senior  Football 

This  year's  senior  football  team  enjoyed  an  overwhelmingly  successful  season.  Its  five  victories  were  all  very  one- 
sided and  its  two  losses  were  near-triumphs.  An  explosive  offense  was  headed  by  the  consistent  running  of  halfbacks 
Tony  Iton.  Alex  Gault,  and  Greg  Thompson.  Most  of  their  yardage  gains  were  results  of  superb  blocking  by  a 
strong,  competent  offensive  line  headed  by  Jim  Smeaton,  John  Trott,  and  Brian  Iton.  As  the  season  progressed, 
even  quarterback  David  Daly's  throwing  ability  showed  prominence.  His  proficiency  at  passing  to  runningbacks 
coming  out  of  the  backfield  added  a  new,  deceptive  dimension  to  the  offense. 

Besides  an  exciting  and  high-scoring  offense,  defensive  coach  Geoff  Dowd  skillfully  created  a  practically  infallible 
defense.  The  unit  played  with  a  great  deal  of  cohesion,  motivation,  and  consistency.  Cornerbacks  Michael  Dungan 
and  Peter  Yamamoto  were  constantly  providing  crucial  support  on  sweep  and  pass  defense,  while  Chris  Creighton 
and  Joshua  Albert  refused  to  allow  the  opposing  teams  to  carry  the  ball  through  the  line.  It  was  a  very  enjoyable 
and  satisfying  season  for  all  the  players,  and  everyone  is  grateful  to  the  fine  coaching  of  Pierre  Beauchamp  and 
Geoff  Dowd. 

Alex  Gault 
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Middle  School  Soccer 


The  Middle  School  Soccer  Team  made  up  of  grades  six  and  seven  and  coached  by  Gary  Butler  had  a 
somewhat  disappointing  season.  Due  to  certain  weaknesses,  some  players  were  called  up  to  help  the 
Bantam  team,  leaving  us  short  of  talent.  The  key  to  our  poor  play  was  that  on  certain  occasions  we 
were  intimidated  by  older  teams.  However,  the  majority  of  games  were  lost  by  a  very  slim  margin.  We 
were  lucky  to  have  Jeff  Bray  for  our  goalie,  as  he  often  saved  some  of  our  games.  Our  defense  of 
Thompson,  Dohney,  and  Blachford  was  also  a  major  factor  in  victories  and  credit  must  be  given  to 
forwards  for  their  scoring.  We  would  also  like  to  thank  the  fans  who  came  out  and  cheered  us  on. 
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Bantam  Soccer 

The  Selwyn  House  bantam  soccer  season  started  off 
the  year  with  a  team  which  did  not  look  very 
promising,  but  a  lot  of  team  spirit  and  some  good 
coaching  by  Peter  Govan  enabled  us  to  make  it  to  the 
finals  of  the  G.M.A.A.  competition,  though  we  lost  4-0 
in  the  last  game. 

The  team  improved  considerably  during  the  year. 
The  team's  defensive  line  was  greatly  responsible  for 
our  wins.  Adam  Bandeen,  the  goalie,  had  seven  shut- 
outs during  the  season.  He  was  helped  by  David 
Redwood,  Bruce  Brydon,  and  Hagen  Menhert,  "the 
steel  curtain",  who  made  up  the  strong  defense.  Our 
team  was  able  to  prove  to  the  rest  of  Selwyn  that  we 
were  not  just  another  team,  but  one  of  the  best! 
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Midget  Soccer 


This  year,  the  midget  soccer  team  under  the  fine  coaching  of 
Mr.  David  Cude  played  out  a  full  season  of  soccer  action.  The 
team  toned  up  for  the  season  at  the  La  Flamme  midget  soccer 
tournament  at  which  two  games  were  lost,  but  much  needed 
experience  was  gained.  The  team,  led  by  star  halfback  John 
Czaharyn,  then  rolled  through  their  CM. A. A.  schedule.  The 
offense  neatly  piled  up  goals  because  of  the  work  of  Robert 
Sephton  and  David  Stevenson.  The  defense,  consisting  of  Paul 
and  Christian  Broomfield,  John  Shannon,  Paul  Sader,  Garth 
Bray,  and  Thor  Valdmanis,  along  with  goalie  Mat  UUman,  made 
it  quite  difficult  for  opponents  to  score.  The  team  advanced  to 
the  semi-finals  of  G.M.A.A.  play.  They  fought  a  difficult  game 
but  lost  3-2  in  the  end.  No  tears,  though.  Midget  soccer  enjoyed 
an  excellent  season.  Thanks  should  also  be  given  to  our  "bus" 
squad  who  often  came  on  late  in  many  games  to  pull  out  vic- 
tories. 

M.V.P.  John  Czaharyn 
M.I. P.  David  Stevenson 
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Senior  Badminton 

This  year,  the  badminton  team,  under  the  coaching  of  Mr.  Porter  had  a  very  successful  season.  The  team  was 
entered  in  all  three  categories  of  the  G.M.I. A. A.  competition:  bantam,  midget,  and  juvenile.  The  team  competed 
against  two  other  schools  in  the  same  league,  namely,  Westmount  and  Northmount  High  Schools.  They  travelled  to 
both  schools,  and  played  many  high-scoring  matches  in  both  singles  and  doubles  competition.  Selwyn  put  up  a  good 
fight  with  star  singles  players,  Jeff  Moore,  Chris  Eberts,  Lawrence  Hsu,  and  J. P.  Guy  leading  up  the  team. 
Jonathan  Herman  and  Andrew  Vivian,  David  Miller  and  Duncan  Baird,  Clive  Spiegel  and  Phil  Lapin,  joined  by 
Denis  Stevens  and  Grant  Daly,  all  put  in  superlative  efforts  in  the  midget  and  juvenile  doubles  categories.  This  fall, 
the  S.H.S.  badminton  team  seems  to  have  improved  tremendously  from  previous  years,  and  there  is  certainly  hope 
for  as  productive  a  season  next  year. 


Bantam  Badminton 


This  year's  Junior  Badminton  team  consisted  of  several  promising  players.  For  some  of  the  boys,  it  was  their  first 
year  playing  the  game.  All  played  exceptionally  well  and  showed  excellent  progress  in  the  learning  skills  and  strategy 
of  the  game.  The  team  had  a  fairly  good  season  of  competition.  We  are  looking  forward  to  an  even  better  season 
next  year  for  these  bovs. 


COACH:  N.J.  Trembath 

1.  Martin  Essig 

2.  Ian  Ogilvie 

3.  Richard  Gouveia 

4.  Bruce  Gottlieb 


5.  Geoffry  Moore 

6.  Geoffry  Wagg 

7.  John  Kardos 

8.  Seiji  Gutierrez 
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Cross-Country  Running 


On  October  16,  a  group  of  boys  headed  by  M.  Weber  set  out  in  the  school  bus  to  Mount  Royal.  The  occasion  was 
the  G.M.A.A.  cross  country  running  meet.  We  entered  fifteen  boys  in  three  categories:  running  2  1/2,  5,  or  7  1/2 
kilometers,  according  to  their  ages.  Our  months  of  training,  it  seemed,  had  paid  off  well.  David  Ramsey  and  Ian 
Aitken  led  the  field  of  fine  placings,  followed  by  the  rest  of  the  boys.  We  all  left  the  meet  with  a  feeling  of  ac- 
complishment, and  the  desire  to  keep  on  running.  Oh  yes,  a  word  of  warning  to  other  contenders:  next  year, 
Weber's  Runners  will  return,  so  beware! 
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^  Cross-Country  Skiing 

Despite  a  poor  winter  season  (snow  wise)  the  ski  team  logged  an  aggregate  total  of  1050  Km.  in 
the  month  of  February. 

The  GMAA  race  season  was  cancelled,  but  an  8  Km.  GMAA  loppet  was  held.  Ian  Aitken  was 
the  gold  medallist  in  the  midget  section  and  Thomas  Antony  won  the  bronze  in  the  bantam 
section.  Over  88%  of  our  racers  finished  better  than  lO'th  place. 

We  also  entered  skiers  in  the  Canadian  Ski  Marathon,  the  Laurentian  loppet  (68  Km.)  and  the 
Smith-Johannson  loppet  (30  Km.)  under  the  watchful  eye  of  Mr.  Kershaw. 
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Wrestling 


The  enthusiasm  generated  in  the  training  room  this  year  was  exceptional.  The  hard  work  and 
sweat  most  certainly  paid  off  as  the  students  performed  excellently  in  tournaments. 

At  the  Riverdale  Invitational  Tournament,  E.  Taguchi  and  T.  Valdmanis  placed  first  and 
second  respectively  in  the  novice  category.  In  addition,  P.  Deleonardis  and  D.  Skinner  each 
qualified  for  the  Quebec  Games. 

The  G.M.A.A.  final  was  the  highlight  of  the  year  when  Selwyn  House  School  placed  a  highly 
respectable  third  position  out  of  eight  teams.  E.  Taguchi  and  J.  Zyto  won  gold  medals;  M. 
Bzrezinski,  P.  Deleonardis,  and  D.  Skinner,  silver  medals;  C.  Broomfield,  B.  Iton,  S.  Hasko,  B. 
Howard,  and  G.  Thompson,  bronze  medals;  and  J.  Albert,  C.  Chang,  C.  Creighton,  and  P. 
Yammamoto  came  fourth. 

Most  valuable  wrestler  -  E.  Taguchi 
Most  improved  wrestler  -  P.  Yammamoto 
Most  promising  wrestler  -  T.  Valdmanis 

Many  thanks  to  both  Mr.  R.  Wearing  and  A.  Nemec  who  devoted  their  time  and  effort  to  the 
success  of  the  team. 
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Curling  1979-80 
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This  year,  the  Selwyn  House  Curling  team  enjoyed  great  improvement  from  last  season.  Under  the  leadership  of 
Andrew  Smith,  Clive  Spiegel  and  Eugene  Kovalik,  the  skips,  the  team  moved  from  fourth  place  to  third  place  this 
year  in  G.M.A.A.  League  play. 

Our  record  this  year,  all  together,  was  9  wins,  8  losses,  and  we  even  succeeded  in  winning  over  Howard  S. 
Billings,  the  traditional  league  leaders. 

Great  improvement  and  promise  were  shown  in  Tony  Munro,  Esko  Kilpinnen,  Andrew  MacKay,  Max  Plojing  and 
Glenn  Fong. 

On  behalf  of  the  team,  I  would  like  to  thank  Mr.  Martin  for  the  great  coaching  all  season,  his  patience  and 

diligence,  as  well  as  the  Royal  Montreal  Curling  Club  for  letting  us  use  their  superior  facilities. 

Andrew  Smith 
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Middle  School  Hockey 


Our  team  this  year  enjoyed  a  very  successful  season  thanks  to  the  coaching  of  Kenny  Reardon.  Highlights  were 
compiling  an  7-2-3  record  by  defeating  such  teams  as  Bishops,  West  Island  College  and  Lower  Canada  College  with 
the  help  of  such  talents  as  Brent  Sheldon  (the  Bobby  Orr  of  the  team.),  Robie  Drummond  (the  highest  scorer),  and 
David  Doheny  (our  captain),  and  Paul  Roman  who  anchored  the  defense. 

To  cap  off  this  most  successful  season,  our  fierce  squad  won  the  L.C.C.  Invitational  Hockey  Tournament,  where 
teams  came  from  all  over  Canada.  We  look  forward  to  having  these  individuals  as  Bantams  next  season. 
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Bantam  Hockey  Team 


This  year's  Bantam  Hockey  Team  finished  the  season  with  twenty  nine  wins,  five  losses,  and  five  ties.  Its  many 
achievements  included  winning  the  Upper  Canada  College  Tournament,  the  Lower  Canada  College  Tournament,  and 
the  Bishop's  Tournament.  But  its  most  impressive  accomplishment  was  the  winning  of  the  G.M.A.A.  city  cham- 
pionship in  which  the  team  defeated  L.C.C.  in  the  finals,  by  the  score  of  9-2.  With  superb  goaltending  from 
Matthew  Ullman  and  John  Elkin,  a  strong  defense  and  an  excellent  forward  line,  the  team  was  the  strongest  in  the 
league.  But  much  of  the  credit  for  the  team's  success  goes  to  coach  Pierre  Beauchamp  who  devoted  a  great  deal  of 
time,  patience  and  support  in  making  this  team  what  it  was. 
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Senior  Hockey 


The  Senior  Hockey  team  went  without  serious  recognition  this  year,  having  been  overshadowed  by  the  nefarious 
Bantam  squad.  However,  certain  aspects  of  the  season  are  worthy  of  recognition.  The  team  played  in  the  G.M.A.A. 
Juvenile  category  and  placed  third  in  the  division  of  older  and  bigger  players.  When  it  came  to  competition  at  their 
own  level,  such  as  the  Stanstead  tournament,  the  seniors  proved  their  ability  and  in  fact,  never  lost  to  a  team  of 
their  own  age. 

One  could  not  speak  of  the  Senior  Hockey  Team  without  mentioning  the  coach,  Mr.  Cude,  whose  bountiful 
humour  and  goodwill  entertained,  not  only  the  team,  but  also  the  occasional  referee  or  opposing  coach.  None  will 
forget  his  antics  during  the  West  Island  Tournament  as  certain  unnamed  goalies  happened  to  score  on  themselves 
twice  consecutively.  Mr.  Cude  will  best  be  remembered  for  his  famous  half-time  statement  with  the  scoreboard 
registering  7-1,  "Boys,  boys!  Just  don't  end  up  losing  14-2."  Even  more  memorable  was  the  Dude's  face  of  ex- 
cruciating pain  as  the  scoreboard  registered  an  embarrassing,  yes,  you  guessed  it.  14-1. 

The  team  looks  forward  to  next  year  when  it  thank  such  loyal  team  members  such  as  captains  Tony  Iton,  Anand 
Sahai,  Jim  Smeaton,  David  Daly;  and  say  hello  to  up  and  coming  stars  as  John  Czaharyn,  Dave  Ramsay  and  Shane 
Brady. 
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Cudes'  Dudes 
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Midget  Basketball  1979-80 
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This  year's  Midget  Basicetball  team  had  a  successful  season.  We  won  half  of  our  games  and  posted  a  6-5  record  in 
league  play. 

At  the  L.C.C.  Tournament,  after  losing  the  first  game  in  overtime,  we  won  the  next  two  games,  capturing  the 
Consolation  Round. 

The  team  played  impressively  throughout  the  season  and  unfortunately  marginally  missed  making  the  play-offs. 

On  behalf  of  the  team,  I  would  like  to  thank  Mr.  Dowd  for  the  great  time  and  effort  he  put  in,  making  this  year 
a  very  rewarding  one  for  all  of  us. 

Hirsh  Bernstein 
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Bantam  Basketball 


Middle  School  Basketball 


The  Middle  School  Basketball  Team  had  very  high  spirits  throughout  the  year,  but  was  not  very  successful.  The 
team  won  only  five  games.  The  boys  played  such  teams  as  L.C.C.,  E.C.S.,  and  the  Sunlife  group.  Had  it  not  been 
for  the  incredible  talent  of  such  people  as  Julien  Tanko  Gazdik  and  Dale  Patterson,  the  team  would  certainly  not 
have  achieved  its  present  record.  These  two  boys  were  responsible  for  scoring  most  of  the  points.  We  hope  next 
year's  team  will  be  considerably  more  successful  on  the  court. 
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Squash  '80 


The  most  striking  aspect  of  this  year's  team  was  its  depth  of  talent,  developed  over  the  first  three  years  of  the 
team's  existence.  Consequently,  the  competition  in  order  to  qualify  for  a  place  on  the  team  was  high,  more  than  40 
players  striving  to  fill  20  places.  Most  notable  were  the  new  players:  Michael  Morden,  Chris  Eberts,  Grant  Daly, 
Gerard  Reusing,  Derek  Ham,  Tim  Utting,  Duncan  Ball,  Andrew  Woodall,  John  Shearson,  John  O'Brien,  Robert 
Keene,  Tim  Andry,  and  others. 

At  no  other  time  did  the  depth  of  talent  prove  itself  as  clearly  as  against  our  traditional  rivals,  B.C.S.  and 
Stanstead  College  (Total  matches  won:  S.H.S.  60  -  Opposition  14).  Many  team  members  played  also  in  provincial 
and  national  tournaments.  D.  Stevenson,  S.  Lafleur,  C.  Eberts,  M.  Morden,  R.  Ballon  and  P.  Norris  especially 
played  well  in  the  Quebec  Provincial  Championships  and  the  M.B.S.C.  Invitational.  Most  of  the  above  as  well  as  G. 
Daly  and  P.  Laplante  qualified  and  played  for  "Team  Quebec".  S.H.S.  competitors  also  played  in  the  U.S.A.  and 
Canadian  Championships,  with  especially  C.  Eberts  and  D.  Stevenson  doing  well;  the  latter  to  his  great  credit  is  also 
ranked  very  highly  in  Canada  in  his  age  category.  Players  also  competed  in  the  Upper  Canada  College  Team 
Tournament  and  Trinity  College  School  Tournament.  Commendations  should  also  be  given  to  Nicholas  Rideout, 
Reed  Ballon,  and  Garth  Bray.  Our  thanks  to  Mr.  Brian  Porter  for  his  effort  and  guidance  throughout  the  year. 

Sean  Lafleur,  Cpt. 
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Tennis 

Tennis,  albeit  not  officially  a  recognized  sport  at  Selwyn  House,  is  involving  an  increasing 
number  of  boys  each  year.  S.  Lafleur,  A.  Osterland,  D.  Ramsey,  and  J.  Torriani  won  an 
exhibition  match  at  Bishops  College  School.  J.  Herman  joined  the  above  players  in  the 
G.M.A.A.  tournament.  The  substitute  players  were  R.  Ballon,  G.  Bray,  C.  Ebberts,  and  T.  Nash. 

-Ted  Nash 


Senior  Rugby 
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Senior  rugby  this  year  was  overshadowed  by  the  exploits  of  the  bantam  rugby  team.  It  cannot 
be  overlooked  however  that  the  senior  squad  came  within  three  points  of  winning  two  cham- 
pionships, and  had  one  of  the  strongest  and  most  athletic  teams  in  Selwyn  Senior  history. 

Coach  Peter  Govan  tearfully  recalls  his  closest  chance  yet  at  winning  the  seven  a  side  cham- 
pionship. "After  stomping  both  West  Island  College  and  L.C.C.  by  over  20  points  our  team  went 
into  the  third  and  final  game  a  little  over-confident.  Unfortunately,  after  two  extremely  lucky 
breaks.  Bishops  College  went  ahead  for  a  12-10  win  and  the  championship. 

Then  in  fifteen  aside  action,  after  the  surprise  appearance  of  "soon  to  be  back"  coach  Edward 
Heath,  we  lost  in  a  championship  deciding  match  by  one  point  to  the  exceedingly  lucky  team 
from  L.C.C. 
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Bantam  Rugby 


130 


The  bantam  rugby  team  this  year  surpassed  even  the  excellent  standard  set  by  the  bantam 
hockey  team.  They  concluded  their  season  by  going  undefeated  in  league  and  exhibition  play, 
scoring  188  points  while  giving  up  only  4.  This  record  brought  them  the  Rugby  7's  title  and  the 
CM. A. A.  15's  rugby  Championship. 

A  squad  like  this  obviously  produced  many  stars.  This  was  a  well-balanced  hard-running  team; 
and  Zyto,  Ullmann,  G.  Drummond,  Sephton  and  MacFarlane  consistently  scored  long  gains.  But 
a  large  measure  of  credit  must  also  be  paid  to  Delgado,  Doyle,  Groszman,  Mehnert  and 
Zacharkiw  for  their  ball  control,  a  vital  aspect  of  the  game. 

In  any  season  that  this  much  success  occurs,  the  better  players  are  easily  recognizable  but  this 
year's  Bantam  team  had  the  good  fortune  to  have  many  capable  substitutes  who  filled  in  ad- 
mirably when  inevitable  injuries  befell  some  of  the  stars.  Price,  Keene,  Deleonardis,  and  Woodall 
deserve  special  mention  in  this  category. 

Most  of  the  players  will  particularly  remember  the  two  perfect  one  on  one  tackles  performed  by 
Morden  to  save  the  teams  victory  over  Lachine. 

The  Bantam  'B'  team  looked  very  impressive  in  its  two  victories  over  B.C.S.  Beaton,  R. 
Drummond,  Von  Moltke,  and  Stevenson  provide  a  great  deal  of  optimism  for  next  year. 
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Track  Meet 
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The  Annual  Track  Meet  which  was 
held  on  May  14th  at  Molson  Stadium 
saw  fifteen  new  records  established  in 
various  track  and  field  events.  All 
grades  of  the  School  are  involved  in  this 
meet,  however,  Grades  1-3  have  their 
own  informal  events  consisting  of  potato 
sack  races  and  similar  type  contests. 

Among  the  new  records  were  those  in 
the  100  metre  set  by  Tony  Iton;  in  the 
400  metre  by  M.  Harris  (11  yrs.),  Ian 
Aitken  (15  yrs.),  and  Tony  Iton  (16  and 
over);  and  the  800  metres  by  D. 
Stevenson  (15  years).  New  times  also 
appeared  in  the  1600  metre  race  and  the 
400  metre  Senior  relay.  Individual  class 
winners  were  I.  Blachford,  10  and 
under;  M.  Harris,  11  years;  J.  Thomka- 
Gazdik,  12  years;  B.  Brydon,  13  years; 
M.  Ullmann  and  D.  Eaton,  co-champs, 
14  years;  P.  Sader,  15  years.  The  Victor 
Ludorum  Trophy  which  is  awarded  for 
the  best  individual  performance  was 
garnered  by  Gregory  Thompson. 


—     —    '^  '.  ^  A. 


^>'^: 


jMw?«^^^'^5S:2lpi-^lf' 


^ 


:y 


\r     .f 


n 


A  A 


En  garde 


Take  this 


Flying  high 


Sports  Candids 


That's  his  head  not  the  ball 
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Go  get  'em,  Jack! 


Rustling  up  some  cattle 
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Wango  Tango 
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Let's  see,  the  manual  said  shoot  right  between  the  eyes. 


Clive,  as  we  know  him. 
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Academic  Prize  Giving 


MIDDLE  SCHOOL  AWARDS 

Grade  5,  1st  MARK  CZABRAJETZ  Grade  5,  2nd  PRASUN  LALA 

Grade  6,  1st  ETIENNE  COTE  Grade  6,  2nd  CHRISTOPHER  PRATLEY 

Grade  7,  1st  MIKELL  SANDBLOM  Grade  7,  2nd  ERIK  BLACHFORD 

Grade  7,  3rd  FERHAAN  AHMAD 


THE  GRANT  GAIENNIE  MEMORIAL  AWARD 

(For  all-round  Ability  in  Grade  5) 
MARK  HARRIS 

ALL-ROUND  ABILITY  IN  GRADE  6 

(Presented  by  Mrs.  A.I.  Matheson) 

CHARLES  HEENAN 

LASIXIEME 

(For  outstanding  improvement  in  the  ability  to  work  in  the  French  Language) 

PETER  HALIWARD  ANDREW  IP 

THE  SELWYN  HOUSE  CHRONICLE  CUP 

(Essay  Writing  in  Grade  7) 

ERIC  BUNGE 

THE  MRS.  MARKLAND  PRIZE 

(For  distinction  in  public  speaking) 

MARK  EZABRAJETZ 

THE  E.  GEOFFREY  BRINE  AWARD 

(For  outstanding  effort,  enthusiasm  and  ability  in  the  Middle  School) 

ERIC  BLACHFORD 


SENIOR  SCHOOL  AWARDS 


Grade  8,  1st  DEREK  EATON 
Grade  9,  1st  DENIS  STEVENS 

Grade  10,  1st  JOSEPH  KOVALIK 


Grade  8,  2nd  MARK  JANY 
Grade  8,  3rd  JONATHAN  BURNHAM 
Grade  9,  2nd  COLIN  CHANG 
Grade  9,  3rd  JOHN  O'BRIEN 

SEBASTIAN  GAULT 
Grade  10,  2nd  ANDREW  SMITH 
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RT.  HON.  ARTHUR  MEIGHEN  MEMORIAL  AWARDS 

(Presented  anonymously) 


1st  Prize 
2nd  Prize 
3rd  Prize 


GRADE  10 
THOR  VALDMANIS 
JON  LAPIN 
CLARK  SCHWAB 
BRETT  HOWARD 


GRADE  11 
GLEN  PONG 
GREGORY  CLARKE 
VLADIMIR  ZEMAN 
DUNCAN  BAIRD 


DISTINCTION  IN  FRENCH 

(Presented  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  W.M.  Molson 

TED  NASH 


DISTINCTION  IN  LITERATURE 

(Presented  by  Mrs.  G.R.H.  Sims) 

SEAN  LAFLEUR 


DISTINCTION  IN  MATHEMATICS 
JOSHUA  ALBERT 


DISTINCTION  IN  GEOGRAPHY 
CHARLES  MAPPIN 


DISTINCTION  IN  CREATIVE  WRITING 

(Presented  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  C.F.  Carsley) 
DUNCAN  BAIRD 


DISTINCTION  IN  LATIN 

(Louis  Tunick  Lazar  Memorial) 

NICHOLAS  PRATLEY 


DISTINCTION  IN  CHEMISTRY 
DUNCAN  BAIRD 


DISTINCTION  IN  PHYSICS 
JOSHUA  ALBERT 


DISTINCTION  IN  BIOLOGY 
LAWRENCE  HSU 


DISTINCTION  IN  SPANISH 
JONATHAN  HERMAN 


THE  D.W.  CHRISTIE  HISTORY  PRIZE 

(Presented  by  Mr.  Hugh  Doheny) 

CHRISTOPHER  CREIGHTON 

PUBLIC  SPEAKING  PRIZE 

(Presented  by 

(Hon.  Justice  G.  Miller  Hyde) 

CHRISTOPHER  CREIGHTON 

THE  E.G.  MOODEY  DEBATING  PRIZE 

(Presented  by  Mr.  J.L.  Aimers) 

CHRISTOPHER  CREIGHTON 

SEAN  LAFLEUR 

PRIZE  FOR  GENERAL  EXCELLENCE 

(Presented  by  Mr.  T.H.P.  Molson) 
DUNCAN  BAIRD 
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LEMOINE  TROPHY 

(For  Inter-House  Debating) 

SPEIRS  HOUSE 

THE  GOVERNORS'  SHIELD 

(For  over-all  ascendancy  in  inter-House  Competition) 
WANSTALL  HOUSE 

THE  REDPATH  HERALD  AWARD 
THE  IMPORTANCE  OF  BEING  EARNEST 

THE  JOCK  BARCLAY  MEMORIAL  TROPHY 

(For  all-round  Distinction  in  Grade  8) 

DEREK  EATON 

THE  ERNST  BRANDL  MEMORIAL  TROPHY 

(For  outstanding  Esprit  de  Corps  in  Grade  9) 
DAVID  SKINNER 

THE  JONATHON  BENBOW  MEMORIAL  AWARD 

(For  all-round  Distinction  in  Grade  10) 

DAVID  CM.  STEVENSON 

THE  GOVERNOR-GENERAL'S  BRONZE  MEDAL 

(For  Academic  Distinction  in  Senior  School) 

DAMON  KUTTEN 

THE  THOMAS  CHALMERS  BRAINERD  MEMORIAL  AWARD 

(Presented  by  Mr.  Charles  Lineaweaver  and  awarded  to  the  Senior  who,  in  the  opinion  of  the  Staff 
and  of  his  classmates,  has  most  successfully  combined  an  exceptionally  enthusiastic  and  purposeful 
approach  to  School  activities  with  consistently  generous  concern  for  the  welfare  of  others.) 

TED  NASH 

THE  JEFFREY  RUSSEL  PRIZE 

(Presented  by  Mrs.  H.Y.  Russel  and  awarded  by  judgment  of  Staff  and  classmates  to  the  Senior  who 
is  considered  to  have  shown  outstanding  all-round  ability  and  character). 

ALEX  GART 

THE  LUCAS  MEDAL 

(In  Memory  of  the  Founder  of  the  School,  awarded  by  judgment  of  Staff  and  classmates,  to  the 
Senior  who  is  deemed  to  have  made  the  most  outstanding  contribution  to  the  life  of  the  School  by 
way  of  academic  achievement,  leadership  in  games  and  activities,  and  by  good  example.) 

SEAN  LAFLEUR 


139 


That's  for  taking  away  my  books. 
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Semper  ubi  sub  ubi. 


I  Union  n«tlOM>c  M  pouvok 
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Watch  out!  My  dog's  in  that  bag. 


Don't  get  fresh  with  me. 


I'd  rather  have  a  bottle  in  front  of  me 
than  a  frontal  lobotomy. 


Sieg  Heil 
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The  smile  of  self  satisfaction. 
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Which  one  has  the  bomb  in  it? 


Listen  Louie,  bust  him  up  good. 


We  can  rebuild  him,  we  have  the  technology. 


I'm  a  disco  duck. 


Wake  me  up  when  the  Yearbook  meeting  is  over. 


Portrait  of  a  student's  mind. 
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Viva  Castro! 


These  kids! 


You  see  boys,  this  youth  serum  really  works. 
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But  you  said  crib  notes  were  allowed. 


Don't  give  up  now;  thousands  of  others  have  made  it. 


Will  he  ever  stop  talking? 


The  first  successful  head  transplant. 
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Yearbook  Photographl 


No  yearbook  wouldoe  complete^mihout  acknowledging  the  hard  work  of  those  gallant  young 
men  with  the  cameras.  If  you  stop "fPISnk  about  all  those  people  who  put  their  hands  in  front  of 
our  lenses  when  we  try  to  take  a  candid  picture,  or  those  other  people  who  jokingly  imitate  the 
sometimes  strange  positions  we  get  into  to  make  the  photos  in  this  publication  fun  to  look  at,  or 
the  really  funny  people  who  scream  "Photographer!"  when  we're  sneaking  up  on  someone, 
you'll  understand  what  we  go  through!  So  here's  a  word  of  thanks  and  a  salute  to  the 
and  patient  photographers. 

Ian  Ait  ken 
All  T.  Argun 
Stephen  Kohner 
Andrew  Smith 
Pierce  Re  id 
Probal  1  ala 
Eugene  Kenalik 
Glenn  Fong 
drew  Webster 
,nale  and  Varcy  for  their  help  and  supervision. 
e  eke  who  contributed  to  the  cause. 
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Special  thanks  to  M 
Thanks 


oy  the  pictures. 
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Alcan 

Aluminium  Limited 

1  Place  Ville  Marie,  Montreal 


l|. 


ALCAN 
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Le  nom  qu'un  ami  recommande ! 


Eugene  A.  Zinay,  F.R.I.,  Vice-president 

& 

directeur 

succursaleWestmount  Branch 

Manager, 

1367  ave.  Greene  Ave.  Tel.  935-8541 

The  name  friends  recommend! 
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Compliments  of 


FRANK  A.  NORMAN 
AND  CO.  LTD.  REALTORS 


SPECIALISTS  IN  FINE  HOMES  AND  COUNTRY  ESTATES 

1255  Laird  Boulevard 
731-6817 
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GORI>On*f 

GOODYEAR 


CENTRE 


CENTER 


W.  Gordon  Inc. 
2125  Boul.  Cavendish  Blvd.  N.D.G. 

(A  I  intersection  du  tunnel  Cavendish  et  de  la  rue  St-Jacquesi  lAt  Cavendish  underpass  corner  St  James) 

Tel.:  (514)  481-7771 


Gordon's  Means 
More  Than  Tires  ! 

A  rare  combination  of  practical 
experienced  personnel,  carefully 
selected,  schooled  and  in- 
corporated along  witfi  the  most 
up  to  date  automotive  equipment 
to  insure  faster  service  more 
accurately  on  today's 
sophisticated  vehicles. 

For  over  twenty  years  I  have 
directed  and  designed  one  of  the 
most  modern  automotive  centers 
in  the  country  with  the  emphasis 
on  both  quality,  workmanship 
and  super  fast  service.  Our 
growth  and  reputation  is 
evidence  that  you,  the  customer, 
through  your  loyality  to  us  has 
enabled  me  to  maintain  on  of  the 
highest  standards  in  an  industry 
of  mistrust  and  shoddy  work- 
manship. 

We  have  foreseen  the  need  for 
modern  expensive  electronic 


automotive  service  equipment  to 
perform  services  faster,  easier 
and  more  accurately. 
We  have  foreseen  the  longterm 
benefits  of  installing  brand  name 
products  to  insure  the  longer  life 
and  reliability  in  such  a  harsh 
climate  and  are  continually 
striving  to  do  a  better  job  faster. 
I  assure  you,  you  can  drive  in 
with  confidence,  be  served  ef- 
ficiently and  if  any  service  is  not 
to  your  satisfaction,  it  must  be 
right  or  I  personally  will  see  to  it, 
it  is  right. 


William  Gordon 
President 
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MUNCK  MATERIALS 
HANDLING,  INC. 


Wishes  Students  and  Teachers  at 
Selwyn  House  a  Successful  Year 

MONTREAL  -  TORONTO  -  HAMILTON  -  EDMONTON  -  VANCOUVER  - 


150 


HOWARTHS 


SPECIALIZING  IN  SCHOOL  OUTFITS 


ALSO 


HABERDASHERS 

CUSTOM  TAILORS 

MADE  TO  MEASURE  CLOTHING 

CUSTOM  SHIRTS 

QUALITY  LADIES'  WEAR 


Howarth  Inc. 

1444  St.  Catherine  St.  W. 

Montreal,  P.O. 

H3G  1R3 

Open  Saturdays  Until  5:00  p.nn. 
Telephone:  861-9242 
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WARREN  MEN'S  WEAR 


MEN'S  AND  BOYS' 

CLOTHING  AND 

FURNISHINGS 


4884  Sherbrooke  West 


SELWYN  HOUSE 

AND  L.C.C. 

UNIFORMS  AND 

ACCESSORIES 

ALWAYS  IN  STOCK 


484-3982 


VERCHERE,    GAUTHIER,    NOEL 

AND  EDDY 
AVOCATS  ■  ATTORNEYS 


1  Place  Villa  Marie,  Suite  1608 

Montreal,  Quebec 

H3B  286 
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TVIoNT^ 
HABnANT 

ST-SAUVEUR  DES  MONTS,  QUE. 

The  Family  Ski  Centre 

INTHELAURENTIANS 

(North  of  Montreal) 
AUTOROUTEEXIT60 


H.J.G.  McLEAN  LIMITED 


INDUSTRIAL  KNIVES 
PAPER  MILL  MACHINERY 

Montreal  Brantford 
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Congratulations  to  the 
Grad  Class  from 

HENRIETTA  ANTONY 
INC. 

4192  St.  Catherine  St.  W. 
(Corner  Greene) 

Compliments  of 

MR.  AND  MRS. 
MICHAEL  E.  WAXMAN 

W.J.  KEATING  LTD. 

735  Avoca  Ave. 
Dorval,  Que. 

Marine  Equipment 

GUVERT                                                       OPEN 
7  JOURS                                                    7  DAYS 

FRUITS  DE  QUALITE 
QUALITY  FRUIT 

Fruits                                                          Fruits 
Legumes                                       Vegetables 
Noix                                                           Nuts 
Fruits  Sees                                    Dried  Fruits 

Nous  specializons  dans  les  paniers 
de  fruits 

We  specialized  in  fruit  baskets 

1679  St.  Catherine  W. 
932-9995 
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NORTHERN    FLOORING 
CO.  QUE.  LTD. 


8230  Mayrand  St. 

Suite  No.  204 

Montreal,  Quebec 

H4P  2C6 
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SPORTING        GOODS 


MOfOTREAL 


1440  McGill  College 
Tel.  842-9401 


CHINESE  TEA  HOUSE 
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MONTREAL  am 

MOTOR  LEAGUE 


844-7303 


I    Br^^"^^    V  lAl^rtflUI  CALL  FOR  FREE  BROCHURE 
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1123  St  Catkrlu  St  N. 

YMCA,  Pmi*  CtMra 


Alto  at  your  High  School 


845-7441 
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FINEST  MANDARIN  CUISINE 

1127A  St.  Catherine  W. 
Near  Stanley 
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TEL.        484.4040 

LA  C/ll^TEI^IE 

4928,  Sherbrooke          Westmount,  P.  Q. 

GREETING  CARDS 

GIFT  WRAPPING  PAPERS 

WRITING  PAPER 

INVITATION  AND 

SOCIAL  STATIONARY 

Compliments  of 

Bl  M  KS 

JEWELLERS 

FOR  THE  UNUSUAL: 

CONNAISSANCE 

AND  FABRICS 

AND  WALL 

COVERINGS  LTD. 

1632  Sherbrooke  St.  W.,  Mtl. 

Congratulations  to  the 
Graduating  Class  fronn 

THE  DOUBLE  HOOK  BOOK  SHOP 

1235A  Green  Ave.,  Montreal 

les  i-oyagt's                                  7^ 

travel 

1373   GREENE    AVENUE 

WESTMOUNT.   QUE.    H3Z   2A9 

Telephone  931-3843 

TEL.     933.4378                                                                         TEL.:    933.4046 

OHMAN'S 

1216  GREENE  AVE. 

WESTMOUNT.   QUE. 
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JOHN  A.  ROLLAND  INSURANCE  LTD. 


Telephones 
842-2339 
842-4560 
Area  514 


BROKERS     AND     AGENTS 
1245  Sherbrooke  St.  West,  Montreal,  Canada  H3G  102 


Cable  Address 
"Jarolland" 


"Our  Best  Compliments" 


BRAND 


From 

BAR-WELL  FOODS 
LIMITED 

PROCESSORS  -  EXPORTERS 
IMPORTERS 

DISTRIBUTORS  OF  QUALITY  FROZEN 
VEGETABLES 


1320  Graham  Boulevard 

700  Dundas  St.  E. 

Town  of  Mount  Royal 

Suite  5 

Quebec  H3P  3C8 

Mississauga,  Ont. 

L4Y  3Y5 

(514)  735-4165 

(416)  275-5600 

HARVEY'S 
SPORT  SHOP 


•  COMPLETE       LINE      OF      SPORTING 
GOODS  AND  SKI  EQUIPMENT 

•  RALEIGH,       CCM       AND       PEUGEOT 
BICYCLES 

•  BICYCLE  REPAIRS 
SKI  SHOP  SERVICE 
RACQUETS  RESTRUNG 

•  SERVING  THE  COMMUNITY   FOR  OVER 
30  YEARS 


5039  Queen  Mary  Rd. 


737-3624 


TEL:  488-9121 

FLOWERS  DELIVERED  ANYWHERE 

George  Pickrell 

WESTMOUNT  FLORIST  LTD. 

360  Victoria  Ave. 

MASTER  CHARGE  AND  VISA 
BY  PHONE 


JACK  SHORE,  PHARMACIST 

B.SC.  PHARMACY 

LICENSED  PHARMACIST 
DIPLOMATE  IN  HOSPITAL  PHARMACY 

Westnnount  Medical  Building 
5025  Sherbrooke  St.  West 


489-6854 


489-6855 
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Folklore  I 

arts  folfeloriques 
handcrafts  and  folk  art 

4879  Sherbrooke  St.  W. 

Montreal,  Quebec     H3Z  2X8 

(514)  486-8852 

Tel.  486-6261 

Salon  Jean  %jloRn 

COIFFURE  MASCULINE 
4864  SHERBROOKE  W.,  MONTREAL 

J.J.  TOPOROWSKI,  prop. 

bdril. 

OPTICIENS  O'ORDONNANCES 
DISPENSING  OPTICIANS 

BUREAU  D«OMINISTR»TION  /  EXECUTIVE  OFFICES 

1408  RUE  DBUMMOND,  MONTREAl.  QUE  ,  H3G  1V9 

T^L.:  (514)  288-4598 

FRANCO  MARIELLA 
INC. 

BOUTIQUE  MODES- 
EXCLUSIVITE 

COSTUMES  -  ROBES  -  ETC. 
ACCESSOIRES  ASSORTIS 

T6I.:  484-9277 

4932  Ouest,  rue  Sherbrooke 

Westmount,  Qu6 

REAL  TONY 
SHOE  SHOP 

Mr.  Fargnoli,  Prop. 

SHOES  FOR  THE  FAMILY 

1346  Green  Ave. 
Westmount,  Quebec 
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Compliments  of 

HASKO  CONSTRUCTION 

366   Victoria 
Westmount 


JAMES  H.  MACINTYRE 
LTD. 

320  Victoria  Avenue 

Westmount,  Quebec 

H3Z  2M8 

Tel.  No.:  482-4924 


GILLES  LACHAPPELLE 
Tel.:  738-1491 


Chaussures  Vachon  Shoe  Store  Inc. 


1777  Boul   Graham  Blvd 

Town  of  Mount  Royal,  P  Que 

Ville  Mont-Royal,  P.  Que, 


Hatfield's 


FINE  GROCERIES 

4972  Rue  0.  Sherbrooke  S.  W. 
Tel.  481-2766 


WILFREDO  COIFFURE 

Cosmetiques  481-9900 

4968  Sherbrooke  St.  West 

Westmount,  Quebec 

H3Z  1H3 


Compliments 
of 

A  FRIEND 
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SALON 

aJDenls 

PCautuond 

BARBER 

SHOP 

1365    CANORA 

DENIS   RAYMOND 

VILLE 

MONT.ROYAL, 

QUt 

PROP. 

Tel.:  733-7085 


CORDONNIER  et  SERRURIER 

DE  VILLE     ,  ,-r   ri/-i\/  a  i 

TOWN  OF  MT-ROYAL 

SHOE  REPAIR  and  LOCKSMITH 
ROLAND  CLEMENT  et  PIERRE  CLEMENT 


1759.  Boul.  Graham  Blvd.,  T.M.R. 


Compliments  of 
A  FRIEND 


PnofcssioNAl  PlionoqRAphci 


•  Official  Passport  photos 

•  Portraits 

•  Reunions,  etc 

•  Cibachrome 

•  Camera  repair 

•  B  &  W  Lab  -  Fast  service 


Congratulations 

to  the 

Class  of  1980 

from  the 


SUPERB 
ADVERTISING  STAFF 
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